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'Ytotes and
Fall of Singapore

"impossible" has again happened-just as it has so often
in this most "impossible" of all
wars. Singapore, proud and supposedly impregnable bastion of
the British Empire in the Far
East, has fallen to the Japanese,
thus exposing all Oceania to mortal danger. The "Maginot mentality," which resulted in the fall
of France, has found new expression in the "Singapore mentality," which refused to come to
grips with cold and stark reality,
and which continued to sip gin
and complain about the native
help in the Raffles Hotel, while
the yellow hordes were already
knocking at the gates of the city.
Alert newspaper correspondents,
who knew the appalling truth of
the situation and tried to get their
message to the outside world, were
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unceremoniously silenced by the
local authorities, in the interest
of "public morale."
Britain is reeling from the
shock of Singapore's collapse,
aghast at the spectacle of her
crumbling empire, and justly incensed at those who are responsible for this debacle. The East
Indies hang like an overripe
plum, about to fall in the Mikado's lap. The United Nations are
playing a desperate game in the
Far East, with the gallantry of
l\lacArthur's stand in the Phillipines and of the Allied resistance in Burma foredoomed to defeat unless reinforcements reach
them soon. Winston Churchill,
summoning all th.e powers of his
magnificent oratory, tries to imbue his people with hope and
courage as they sail "into the
storm and through the storm."
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The fall of the fortress of Singapore is indeed a catastrophe of
the first magnitude for the Allied
cause. It could not fall, we were
told-and yet it did fall. There is,
however, a Fortress mightier than
Singapore; a Fortress that can
never fall, and against which-we
have it on divine authority-forces
infinitely more powerful than
those of any human warlord shall
not be able to prevail. Within the
eternal protection of this Fortress
the children of our shattered
world will do well to seek their
haven; for they who take their
refuge here shall be forever glad.

Can We Take It?
HE

attack on Pearl Harbor

T shook Americans out of their

peace-time slumber. Though its
immediate effects on the life of
our people could not at once be
grasped, the past three months
have sobered most of us sufficiently to appreciate its far-reaching implications. The Red Cross
drive for $50,000,000; the billions
upon billions appropriated by
the government for the prosecution of the war; the restrictions
on the sale of tires and on the
production of automobiles, radios, refrigerators, and other articles which were regarded essential elements in the American

way of life; the rationing of sugar; the rising prices of commodities; the speed-up in college training; the control of headlines and
news by a national board of censors; the requisitioning of varied
industries for the manufacture
of arms and ammunitions; the
news of American soldiers, sailors, and marines being sent to
destinations in the distant Pacific
and Atlantic; the daily reports of
American boys killed, wounded,
or missing-yes, we are at war.
Like the first biting frost which
nips the last budding roses and
smiling petunias in our backyard,
hastens the falling of multi-colored leaves, and compels people
to think in terms of icy temperatures and of snow and sleet, so
the war has brought on a complete convulsion of our thoughts,
interests, and ideals. Many books,
articles, and editorials written
before, but published after December 7, 1941, fell on the American public like a strange tale.
Since that fatal day every activity, from congressional legislation
and presidential appointments to
the composing of popular songs,
has received a new direction.
Can we take it? Does this war
mean only that we adopt the
Spartan way of life, that we learn
to live simply and frugally? Does
it mean only that we buy defense
bonds and stamps, pay govern-
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ment taxes, volunteer for war
work, attend patriotic meetings,
pull in our cheeks, and set our
jaws with a grim determination
that no sacrifice shall be so great
that we shall not be ready to
bring it? Does it mean only that
we depend for victory on the
enormous output of planes and
tanks, on the superb training and
the superior equipment of our
men in service, on the inexhaustible natural resources of our nation and the other American republics, on the co-ordinated efforts of our governmental, military, and industrial leaders? Does
it depend ultimately on the laudable patriotic determination that
we must win the war, or else ... ?
'Ve have met with grave reverses in the Far East, and even
the Atlantic seaboard has felt the
proximity of Axis . U-boats. We
must expect more bad news from
overseas. We shall find also, as
time goes on, that our internal
problems will become more acute
and distressing. We shall need to
expect warranted, or unwarranted, suspicion against those in positions of leadership. Even now
we are reading reports of surfeit,
of waste, and of graft. The sardonic statement of one shipbuilder, "If it hadn't been for
taxes, we couldn't have scooped
up our profits with a steam shovel," is, we trust, not typical of
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what is happening on the production end of the war program.
e shall need to expect that tens
of thousands of our finest young
men will lay down their lives for
their country and that even more
·will return home seriously injured to become lifetime inmates
of government hospitals. And we
need to expect that we and generations after us shall have to advance the billions that are now
being expended in this all-out effort to crush the Axis. Can we
take it? Will we take it?
Americans have taken much in
the past. But never before have
they been confronted with a task
as colossal as that which now lies
before them. We shall take it
only if we who are permitted to
remain behind the firing-lines
learn to humble ourselves sincerely before Almighty God, if
we learn to plead more fervently
for His help, and if we learn to
promote more effectively throughout the Americas a sterner sense
of righteous living, of truth, and
of love.
George Berkeley (1685-1753),
famous Irish philosopher, published an essay in 1721 titled "An
Essay Toward Preventing the
Ruin of Great Britain." We
quote the last paragraph of that
essay and leave it to the reader
to apply its warnings to our beloved country:

',y
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God grant the time be not near
when men shall say: This island was
once inhabited by a religious, brave,
sincere people, of plain, uncorrupt
manners, respecting inbred worth
rather than titles and appearances, assertors of liberty, lovers of their country, jealous of their own rights, and
unwilling to infringe the rights of
others; improvers of learning and
useful arts, enemies to luxury, tender
of other men's lives, and prodigal
of their own; inferior in nothing to
the old Greeks and Romans, and superior to each of those people in the
perfections of the other. Such were
our ancestors during their rise and
greatness; but they degenerated, grew
servile flatterers o! men in power,
adopted Epicurean notions, became
venal, corrupt, injurious, which drew
upon them the hatred of God and
man, and occasioned their final ruin.

It pleased God to preserve
Great Britain from the ruin
which Berkeley in his day feared.
It has pleased Him, moreover, to
preserve Great Britain to this day
even though in the past two and
one-half years its utter ruin sometimes seemed inevitable. God
preserved Great Britain because
He was moved by His incomprehensible wisdom and love. Will
He prevent the ruin of the United
States? Indeed, the least Americans can do to forestall that ruin
is to appeal · to God for succor in
the present crisis and to plead
with Him on bended knees that
He might grant to our chief ex-

ecutive a microscopic insight into present national and international affairs, a telescopic foresight into the post-war reconstruction program, and a prayerful and devout determination
that our nation, conceived in liberty and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created
equal, shall not perish from the
earth.

Death of Hans Kerrl
is possible that reports concerning the conduct and the
progress of our war with the Berlin-Rome-Tokyo Axis may have
caused many to overlook the
news of the death, in December,
1941, of Hans Kerrl, Minister for
Church Affairs in the Third
Reich. It was Dr. Kerr! who declared in 1937:

I
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The assumption of primacy of the
State over the Church must be recognized. The assumptions of the State
as we have it today, expressed in
race, blood, and soil, must be inviolable for the Church, too. The
National Socialist party represents
a positive Christianity. The question
of the divinity of Christ is ridiculous
and inessential. A new authority has
arisen as to what Christ and Christianity really are-Adolf Hitler.

Shortly after Hitler became
Fuhrer of Germany, Kerrl was
made Minister of Justice in Prus-
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sia. In this capacity he promulgated and enforced the infamous
"racial" laws which have been a
stench in the nostrils of decent
men and women throughout the
world. Later on, as Reichsminister in charge of affairs pertaining
to the churches of Germany,
Kerrl won favor in the eyes of the
front horse of N azidom by doing
all he could to root out religious
opposition to the ironfisted rule
of the party and to undermine
the influence of the Confessional
Church. He had much to do with
the incarceration of Pastor N iemoller.
Kerrl persecuted the Christian
Church with venomous zeal. In
fact, he did his diabolical work
with such efficiency and dispatch
that, in 1939, he was made head
of a bureau to devise ways and
means of establishing Hitler's
New Order throughout Europe
after the war. It is more than
probable that he played a prominent part in drafting the Nazi
plans and practices which are
now in operation in Poland,
Czechoslovakia, Alsace-Lorraine,
the Baltic States, and parts of
Russia.
A few years ago, when Lutherans and Calvinists in Germany
declared that
the heresy is refuted that the State,
over and above its special task, should
and can become the single and total
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regulator of human life and thus also
fulfil the vocation of the Church,

Kerr! saw to it that what he
called "disciplinary action" was
taken. Pastors were thrown into
jail, and bishops were placed under house arrest.
In 1935, when a group of those
Germans who were opposed heart
and soul to Kerrl's high-handed
methods asked Hitler
whether the attempt to de-Christianize the German people is to become
the official policy of the Government
through the further co-operation of
responsible leaders,

some of those who had signed
their names to the question were
hustled off to concentration
camps. High and mighty Hitler
did not deign to give an answer,
and Hans Kerrl remained in
power until the day on which he
was summoned to appear before
his Maker and his Judge.

Fats in Carnegie Hall
astute music critic overO looked
a good bet recently
uR

when he forgot to mention Fats
Waller's concert January 14 at
Carnegie Hall in New York City.
Of course, to mention Fats Waller in the same breath and in the
same column in which Mahler,
Szostakowicz, Monteverdi, and
Brahms cavort cannot be toler-
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ated. We realize that even a music critic must draw the line
somewhere. So we're mentioning
Fats Waller, that extraordinary
Negro boogie-woogie artist, that
master of the ivories, that pianist
whose deft "tromping" on the
bass notes of the keyboard has
enchanted millions in our time.
If you don't believe us, get an
album of his piano music and
be convinced once and for all.
Fats is just as consummate an
artist in his field as Casadesus or
Brailowsky. If you, Mr. Music
Critic, don't believe this, then
something is wrong either in our
musical taste or, Bach forbid, in
yours. All you Fats Waller fans
write in and support us in this
struggle for the recognition of a
great artist.
Yes, Fats Waller has arrived.
We feel relieved. The minute we
saw the notice in the New York
Times: Fats '!\Taller at Carnegie
Hall. 75c-$2.00. The Chocolate
Rachmaninoff: Winchell. Piano
and Organ Solos, including Spirituals, Gershwiniana, and Impressionistic Sketches. Assisting Artists: Gene Krupa, Pee Wee Russell, Bud Freeman, Eddie Condon, Max Kaminsky, Lips Page
-why that notice made us feel
justified in our championship of
the incomparable Fats. We didn't
hear the concert. We were several thousand miles away. In

honor of the occasion we pulled
out a Fats Waller album and let
go on our phonograph. So we
were, after all, · at Carnegie Hall
cheering Fats on and rejoicing
that he had arrived. And we'll
bet a dollar to a Decca record
that Bach and Purcell and Hofman and Serkin have welcomed
Fats into their company. Fats has
arrived, and thus is scored the
first cultural triumph of 1942.

$100,000
which we thought
could happen only in fiction
really did happen in Kansas City.
A certain R. Harry Jones left an
estate worth more than $100,000
to the Independence Boulevard
Christian Church with the condition that its pastor, Dr. Harry L.
Ice, resign; otherwise the $100,000
would go to various mission
funds of the Disciples of Christ.
Dr. Harry L. Ice resigned. Presumably the church received the
$100,000, and everyone is happy,
including the elders of the
church, who were anxious that
the Rev. Mr. Ice resign his pastorate.
In a way we feel sorry for Ice.
He should have rallied the members, calling upon them in ringing terms to refuse to accept the
stipulations of the will. On the

A
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other hand, Mr. Ice may have
felt that it isn't every preacher
who gets mentioned, favorably or
unfavorably, in a $100,000 bequest. He may have decided to
let well enough alone.
Whatever Christianity was left
in the Independence Boulevard
Christian Church (we have no
way of knowing-there may have
been lots and lots of it) must
have received a severe battering.
In a way we feel that the action
of the members in not sticking
by their pastor and preferring to
side with the $100,000 is a sad,
sad commentary on the state of
the Christian faith in Kansas
City. (We repeat that we have
no way of knowing what sort of
Christian Dr. Ice is or what kind
of faith the $100,000 elders hold
to.) Some critics of the church
are muttering "simony" and other
ecclesiastical terms of opprobrium. Is there a subscriber in Kansas City who would give us the
low-down on the entire aflair and
tell us whether there was simony?
Tell us what Ice preached, and
we'll tell you whether he should
have been fired for the $100,000.

Two Audiences
and his propagandists
H keep two
audiences in mind:
ITLER

the people of whom the Fuhrer
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has made himself absolute master
and those who are citizens of
countries either actively at war
with the Axis or still suspended,
so to speak, in a somewhat nebulous state of neutrality. The Fuhrer and his henchmen cannot, and
do not, always make identical
statements to both groups of hearers. They move heaven and earth
to bolster up the morale of the
Third Reich; and, at the same
time, they do all in their power
to break down the stamina of the
nations that are arrayed against
the Axis.
Isn't it queer that, ever since
Germany declared war on the
United States, we have been hearing scores of reports about friction between the Nazi party and
the High Command as well as
about the deaths, the illnesses,
and the shelvings of prominent
generals? Are the same stories being doled out to the German
people? Isn't it safe to believe
that Hitler would consider it inadvisable, to say the very least, to
permit all information or quasiinformation of this nature to be
sown broadcast among the denizens of the Third Reich and its
allies? Why, then, is our country
being deluged with such accounts?
Let's bear in mind at all times
that Hitler long ago mastered the
art of psychological warfare. Let's

I
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make good use of our salt-shakers
when we hear or read the currently plentiful reports to the effect that all is not well in the
German army and in the Nazi
party. Let's remember that the
constant repetition of such statements as well as the fact that
they have been so profusely and
so persistently circulated in our
land ever since December, 1941,
should cause us to be suspicious.
Hitler is desperately afraid of
the United States. Consequently,
he is trying in every way possible
to induce us to relax our mighty
war effort. Reports about dissatisfaction and disaffection within
the Reich may be an important
part of his attempt to hypnotize
us into inactivity and lassitude,
just as a snake hypnotizes a rabbit. Isn't it true that the Fuhrer's
successes on the European continent have been due, in large
measure, to his skill in 1ulling his
victims to sleep?

The Pope's Christmas
Address
view of the mass of war news
that crowded the pages of the
newspapers at Christmastime, the
Christmas broadcast of Pius XII
did not receive the attention of
the public press that it might
have had under other circum-

I
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stances. It was nevertheless a notable address, one which shows a
keen grasp of world affairs and
which marks the present Pope as
one of the greatest statesmen of
our generation. The address concerned itself about the causes of
World War II and the sort of
peace that must come forth out of
the conflict if this world of ours
is not to be an armed camp for
years to come.
The Roman pontiff pointed
out that the old order is passing
and that the new order which
will follow the peace
must be founded on the immovable
and unshakable rock, the moral law,
which the Creator Himself manifested by means of the natural order
and which He has engraved with indelible characters in the hearts of
men.

He insisted that the stronger nations must respect the rights of
the smaller and weaker states
to political freedom, to economic development, and to adequate protection, in the case of conflicts between
nations, of that neutrality which is
theirs according to natural, as well as
international law.

He also stressed the fact that
there must be no persecution of
religion and the Church. In these
points he re-emphasized what our
own president has often stated in
his various addresses on the war.
Interesting also, for Protestants,
was the following sentence, among
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ments under any circumstances.
We are not at war for such a purMay our benediction also descend pose. We are at war against powupon those who, though not mem- erful enemies that threaten our
bers of the visible body of the Cath- own liberties. '1\Tith God's heip
olic Church, are near to us in their we hope to win the war and to
faith in God and in Jesus Christ and retain those liberties for ourselves
share with us our views with regard and for our children. No one has
to the provisions for the peace and the right to confuse the issue by
its fundamental aims.
making assertions that can only
Whether by this address the sound like a program of "Yankee
Pope was making a bid for repre- imperialism" to a non-American.
sentation at the peace table is a Our Canadian neighbors, our
moot question. If so, and if the Central and South American
Pope is allowed to have his dele- friends can hardly be expected
gates at that conference, it will to grow enthusiastic over the idea
be the greatest step forward in that "American democracy must
international political influence rule the world." If, after the war
that the Papacy has achieved has been won, our country can
since the age of the Reformation. use its influence to give to other
nations on this hemisphere and
abroad the blessings of the liberties we enjoy, wen and good.
Most of these nations are buildLoose Talk
ing their hopes for the future on
HEN at the last fight between Louis and Baer one the integrity of the American
of our leading citizens, in a brief people to fulfil the promises
address over a nation-wide net- which our president has made;
work, said that "American democ- but these hopes will be rudely
racy must rule the world," it destroyed if those promises for
was no doubt an overstatement American help and support are
prompted by a high,_ patriotic allowed, by . greed and ambition,
zeal. But our leading citizens have to degenerate into American
no can to make such overstate- "rule."

the benedictions · at the conclusion of the broadcast:
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"All the trumpets sounded for him on the
other side.''
- PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
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... Notes fall like snow over the
desk and the floor ... Finally it
is done ... Proudly he awaits its
appearance in print . . . But nothing happens . . .
And then one night, racking his
brain for thoughts that will not
come, he sees a mouse on the garbage can, or a sparrow on the
porch, and dashes off a few notes
-merely an interlude between
better things ... Within twentyfour hours after the magazine appears mail comes pouring in . . .
People like the mouse and the
sparrow-or they don't like the
mouse and the sparrow ... They
are not as good as their own mice
or sparrows-or they are better
than their own mice and sparrows
. . . The sparrow and the mouse
have done something which all
abstractions could not accomplish
... They rang bells, started trains
of thought, moved people to typewriters . . . And rightly so . . .
Nothing demonstrates more clearly that we have not yet lost the

The Sparrow Again

THE life of a scribbler is a dark
and mysterious business . . .
He does his daily, weekly, or
monthly stint and never knows
what the end may be . . . Sometimes he works on a certain
thought every day for many days
... He turns it over, tosses it up
and down, meditates long and
hard . . . With pride and satisfaction he watches it rise fro m a
fleeting idea into a full-grown
essay ... When it is finally done,
he thinks it will be the last word
... Proudly he sees it through the
press, sits back, and waits . . .
Surely somewhere someone will
recognize the permanent quality
of this contribution to human
thought and will hear the echo
of the alarm clock at unearthly
hours on winter mornings . . . But
nothing happens . . . He tries
again ... This month he will review a book-carefully, honestly,
exhaustively . . . He reads and
ponders and ponders and reads
10
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capacity to see with eyes of wonder the fourth dimension of
meaning in our three-dimensional
world-to see the significant in the
ordinary and the great in the
small . . . In one of Walter de la
Mare's stories a little girl sees a
fly for the first time-really sees
it, the only fly there ever was, her
fly:

11

if she had gone away Maria, came
back Maria-Fly, and now was just
Maria again. But yet, when she came
to, everything was a little different."

ALL this by way of introduction

to one of the comments on
my sparrow ... Apparently he has
relatives ... From Wheaton, Illi"For some reason, this particular nois, the Rev. Frank Frese reports
fly was different; and Maria sat a conversation with one of the
watching it with the closest attention.
family . . . I cannot agree with
It seemed to be that just as Maria
everything
the man says or the
herself was one particular little girl,
so this was one particular fly. A fly by sparrow says, but both have something ... Here they are:
itself. A fly living its own one life;
I, too, have a sparrow who calls
confident, alert, alone in its own Fly
World." After the entirety of her at my storm window .... He sat
moment of absorption, she tries and there on that day when the mertries to tell her elders about it. "I cury stayed under eight below,
have just seen a fly. It had wings and as I chanced to look up from
like as you see oil on water, and a my desk he cocked his head and
red face with straight silver eyes, and said:
it wasn't buzzing or nothing, but it
"May I come in?"
was scraping with its front legs o\'er
"It's an odd world!" I replied,
its wings, then rubbing them together
ignoring
his request somewhat as
like sticks, all round and round one
a
father
does when his son asks
another, like corkscrews. Then it took
its head off and on, and then it began for something that really isn't
again-but I don't mean that at all. I good for him, " . . . You want to
mean, I sawn the fly-saw it, I mean." come in and I want to come out."
She tried to tell them, but one by one
Sparrow blinked his eyes and
they smile and say yes and run along just looked. Then he replied:
now. They have long ago exhausted
"You want to come out into
the fly as an object. Maria says, but this storm? Isn't it warm in there?
it's my fly. "For when Maria herself
Does the wind bite? Are your feet
came to, it seemed she had been
frost-bitten?
Is there a storm ragaway for at least three centuries-as
if, like the stranger in the rhyme, she ing inside that little room?"
"Now," I answered calmly, "one
had been with her candle all the way
question
at a time! It is warm in
to Babylon; aye, and back again: as

14
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1. Every man, by consulting his
own heart, may easily know whether
he is or is not a patriot. But it is not
so easy for the by-standers.
2. Being loud and vehement either
against a court, or for a court, is no
proof of patriotism.
3. A man whose passion for money
runs high bids fair for being no patriot. And he likewise whose appetite
is keen for power.
4. A native than a foreigner, a
married man than a bachelor, a believer than an infidel, has a better
chance for being a patriot.
5. It is impossible an epicure
should be a patriot.
6. It is impossible a man who
cheats at cards, or cogs the dice,
should be a patriot.
7. It is impossible a man who is
false to his friends and neighbors
should be true to the public.
8. Every knave is a thorough
knave. And a thorough knave is a
knave throughout.
9. A man who hath no sense of
God or conscience: would you make
such a one guardian to your child?
If not, why guardian to the state?
10. A sot, a beast, benumbed and
stupefied by excess, is good for nothing, much less to make a patriot of.
11. A fop or man of pleasure makes
but a scurvy patriot.
12. A sullen, churlish man, who
loves nobody, will hardly love his
country
13. The love of praise and esteem
may do something: but to make a
true patriot there must be an inward
sense of duty and conscience.

14. Honesty (like other things)
grows from its proper seed, good
principles early laid in the mind.
15. To be a real patriot, a man
must consider his countrymen as
God's creatures, and himself as accountable for his acting towards
them.
16. If pro aris et focis be the life
of patriotism, he who hath no religion or no home makes a suspected
patriot.
17. No man perjures himself for
the sake of conscience.
18. A good groom will rather
stroke than strike.
19. He who saith there is no such
thing as an honest man, you may be
sure is himself a knave.
20. I have no opinion of your
bumper patriots. Some eat, some
drink, some quarrel, for their country. Modern patriotism!
21. Ibycus is a carking, griping,
close-fisted fellow. It is odds that lbycus is not a patriot.
22. We are not to think every
clamorous haranguer, or every splenetic repiner against a court, is therefore a patriot.
23. A patriot is one who heartily
wisheth the public prosperity, and
doth not only wish, but also study
and endeavor to promote it.
24. Gamesters, fops, rakes, bullies,
stockjobbers: alas! what patriots!
25. The patriot aims at his private
good in the public. The knave makes
the public subservient to his private
interest. The former considers himself as part of a whole, the latter considers himself as the whole.

I
Substantial food for thought in days of moral
and economic confusion

Let's Be Narrow--Minded
By

EARLE LERoY RAUBER

historical epoch is like
an ancient city in that it
worships not only one tutelary
divinity but also makes its obeisance before a host of minor yet
more intimate gods. The period
of history which reaches from the
French Revolution down to the
first World War worshipped at
the shrine of Infinite Progress as
its tutelary divinity; but, in addition, it had commerce with a
multitude of lesser gods, among
whom none was more fervently
worshipped than Tolerance or
Broad-mindedness. The highest
compliment that a man could receive from his fellows was to have
it said with respect to his worldoutlook that he was broad-minded. While the shocks of recent
years have badly shaken our faith
in the great god Progress, we still
cling to our faith in broad-mindedness as a cardinal democratic
virtue. It is my contention, however, that this belief will prove

E

our undoing. If modern democratic society persists in this faith,
it will discover that the broad
mind is the Trojan horse which
carries within its belly the destroyers of the city. If, in these
days of war and moral and economic confusion, mankind is to
save itself from the most humiliating subjection in all its history, it is imperative that we become narrow-minded and intolerant.
This is a paradoxical conclusion, but that is because democracy today finds itself in a paradoxical situation. It is caught on
the horns of a dilemma. Democracy presupposes freedom and
would, therefore, seem to include
the proposition that a free people may freely choose to give up
its freedom. The question arises
concretely in the problem as to
what we should do with respect
to communist or Nazi propaganda in our country. If freedom of
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expression is denied to these
groups, we would be damned by
some as being false to our own
standards. If freedom of expression is not denied to such groups,
there is real danger that their
demagogic appeals may capture
the minds of Americans to such
an extent that all liberty of expression will be done to death at
their hands. In other words, if
we are broad-minded and tolerate such doctrines, we may find
that freedom has been undermined at its source-in the will
of the people.
What are we to make of this?
First of all, I should say, we
should be moved to examine the
grounds of broad-mindedness. I
think we can lay it down as a
principle that we can only be
broad-minded about things that
are matters of indifference to us
or in connection with questions
where truth is unknown. Broadmindedness, therefore, is symptomatic of indifference or ignorance. A man may kiss his wife
or not as he pleases, but he may
not kill her or not as he pleases.
We are indifferent to the one and
hence tolerant; we are not indifferent to the other, and hence we
are not tolerant. If we don't know
that two plus two make four, we
may be broad-minded enough to
admit .the possibility that it may
make five or seven or something

else. Once, however, we discover
that two and two really make
four and nothing else, we can no
longer be tolerant on that point.
The discovery of truth places the
matter forever beyond debate,
and we would not think of allowing teachers in schools to teach
otherwise; nor would we deem it
wise to allow students to come
to their own personal conclusions on the subject. If we ever
come to the point in this country
where we allow democracy to
take the final suicidal plunge into
totalitarianism, or if we ever allow freedom to give way to slavcry, it will be either because we
are actually indifferent to these
issues or because we have not discovered some truth on the basis
of which we can deny to a free
people the right to destroy its
own freedom.
A DOGMATIC ANSWER
RE there any grounds within
the limits of democratic 'theory which would allow us to deny
the right of a people to vote itself into slavery if it so chooses?
The answer to this question takes
us back to another and more fundamental question on which we
have been tolerant and broadminded but which now requires
a narrow and dogmatic answer.
This question concerns the nature
of man. The correct answer to

A
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the question was given by the
signers of our Declaration of
Independence in the following
words:
We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal,
that they are endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights,
that among these are Life, Liberty
and the pursuit of Happiness. That,
to secure these rights, Governments
are instituted among Men, deriving
their just powers from the , consent
of the governed.

If this statement is read carefully, it will be seen that the conclusion as to the democratic nature of government is derived
from certain premises from which
the conclusion dare not be separated or divorced, i.e., the existence of a Creator and the fact
that the inalienability of rights
is due to their origin in His will
and not in the will of any man.
They are rights, therefore, which
can under no circumstances be
taken away by any government
and which man himself dare not
surrender without violating his
essential nature. We all have a
horror of suicide, regardless of
what extenuating circumstances
may be put forth in particular
cases. We feel instinctively that
suicide is treason to man's true
nature. Life is a gift of God, and
man may not repudiate that gift.
On identical grounds, we should
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feel a similar horror when any
man or any nation abandons its
liberty. That, too, is an act of
treason against his nature-a repudiation of a gift of God.
The years that have passed
since 1776 have seen us giving up
for one reason or another these
supernatural premises upon which
the democratic conclusion rests.
Under the impact of a naive scientism the idea of a Creator, of
a personal God, has all but disappeared. With God left out of
the picture it is nonsense to speak
of any inalienable rights. If th~re
is no moral lawgiver, then there
is no . moral law other than the
body of socially approved folkways and mores. Man has no
rights other than those which he
can compel society to concede.
Rights, therefore, become a matter of power and force. The weak
have no rights which the strong
must necessarily respect. If there
is no God, then man is only another animal and not a morally
responsible, spiritual entity. And
if man is only another animal,
we should not be surprised if he
acts like a beast. If this is true,
we might as well quit talking
about rights and justice and humanity and frankly recognize
force as the only arbiter.
Totalitarianism is the logical
outcome of this view of man. If,
therefore, we really want to re-
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sist the corrosive effect of totalitarianism in its various forms of
communism, fascism and Naziism, we shall have to become narrow-minded on these fundamental
issues. We shall have to insist
dogmatically that man is primarily a spiritual being, deriving
rights and obligations from the
Source of his being-a Source to
which he is ultimately account·
able for his acts. We shall therefore have to affirm the existence
of such a Source of moral order
-a personal God-dogmatically
and without equivocation.
TRUTH lS INTOLERANT
ET us not be afraid of these
words "intolerant," "narrow,"
and "dogmatic." Truth is always
intolerant, narrow, and dogmatic.
'"'hen the one right answer is
found, we can no longer tolerate
wrong answers. We become intolerant and narrow just to the
extent that we possess truth.
Truth always shackles the mind.
But, paradoxically, it also frees
the mind. To know that two and
two make four frees the mind to
do anything it pleases in arithmetic; to be broad-minded on the
subject and admit other answers
finally and forever prevents us
from ever adding up the simplest
column of figures. Knowledge
binds, but it also frees. Know the
truth, and it shall make you free.

L

Now it is either true that there
exists a Creator who has endowed
us with inalienable rights, i.e., a
moral Absolute to which man as
a spiritual being is contingent;
or it is false. If false, then rights
rest only on force, and we had
best return to the jungle as expeditiously as possible. On such
a basis there could be no logical
way in which we could prevent
the enemies of liberty from destroying liberty. That is why our
rationalistic liberals are playing
directly into the hands of our
enemies. Having rid their minds
of God, they have no grounds
upon which they may defend liberty and, at the same time, deny
liberty of speech and action to
groups hostile to liberty.
If, however, we admit that
which our forefathers took as axiomatic, namely, the supernatural
or religious basis of human rights,
then we can find it perfectly logical to deny liberty to the enemies
of liberty. When a poison enters
the human body, the phagocytes
rally at the point of infection,
neutralize, destroy, and cast out
the bacilli which are hostile to
life. There is nothing illogical
about that.
So let's be narrow-minded on
this question. There is a God!
Let this fundamental pr~position
not be watered down. As soon as
we cease to believe in God, we
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shall cease to believe in man. One
who denies God and persuades
others to hold the same opinion
is not only committing a sin in
the religious sense; he is committing ultimate treason to everything we mean by Americanism
and human dignity and liberty.
And, as to man, let's be fanatically intolerant of any theory or
opinion which would make man
less than a morally responsible
free agent endowed by his Creator with inalienable rights. Government, according to our Declaration of Independence, is the
agent of such moral freemen instituted for the express purpose
of safeguarding their God-given
liberties. So let us not believe
any weakly sentimental "democrat" who insists that we must
allow our democratic rights to be
misused to overthrow democracy,
that freedom of speech must be
allowed even though it put an
end to all freedom of speaking.
The purpose of government is to
prevent the destruction of liberty
and not to connive at it through
a weak tolerance of its enemies.
The air is full of calls for a
return to religion, and millions
are looking to religion for an answer to the problems which are
posed to our generation. People
are right in looking to religion in
this way. But let them not mistake a vague emotionalism for re-
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ligion. Religion is either objective fact, or it is illusion. It is not
weak, it is not sentimental; it is
not vaguely emotional. On the
contrary, it is hard; it is strong;
it is grounded on ultimate reality; it is as intolerant, it is as narrow, it is as uncompromising as
truth. An oak tree which shelters
all the birds of the air can grow
only in firm soil, not in soft mud.
And all the bright and shining
things of the human spirit can
grow only in a hard, uncompromising, intolerant religious soil.
MAN IS NOT INDEPENDENT
make no mistake! Man
must necessarily be in a state
of subjection. He is not independent; he is obviously and inescapably a contingent and dependent being. If he subjects himself
wholly to God, then he can be
free in his relations with his fellowmen. If, however, he refuses
to subject himself to God and
denies the very existence of God,
then he will be subject to someone less than God. It may be an
ephemeral rna jority in a democracy or a dictator in a totalitarian
state. But once man becomes subjected to other men, he is no
longer free in any respect. Subjected to God, man is free to be
free in every respect.
If we can become narrowminded enough to recover the

L
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religious basis of our democracy,
we shall discover that our Declaration of Independence is not a
mass of pious platitudes which,
as a college professor told me
recently, contains not one item
of truth in the paragraph quoted
earlier in this paper. We shall
find, on the contrary, that it is
the most profound exposition of
political truth in all the world.
The men who drew up that document were the wise men. We,
who in our simplicity have thought
ourselves so wise, have been criminally blind. The poisons arising
from our tolerance and broadmindedness are now being felt
throughout our whole social and
political structure.
Let's get over this debilitating
attitude of mind which rests upon
a huge and blank ignorance of
what lies behind the universe and
which wistfully tells us that we
do not know what sort of a creature man is. If we don't know
that, we don't know anything at
all. Many have been so busy constructing a purely mechanical picture of the universe and society
that they have left God and the
soul of man out of the picture.
They have tried to make their
petty theories seem plausible by
ignoring the most massive and
essential facts. They have called
themselves "rationalists" while

they behaved in this manner.
The conflict in the world today
assumes different aspects at different levels. Superficially it looks
merely like a conflict between
political and economic doctrines.
If that were all there was to it,
we might well be tolerant and
open-minded. But beneath that
conflict there lies something deeper: it is a conflict between essential freedom and essential slavery.
On that issue we dare not be
tolerant. Still deeper, the conflict
is one between the view of man
as merely mud and the view of
man as a free spirit. And down
at the root of the matter it is a
conflict between the idea of God
as the Creator and Author of all
things and the idea that Chaos is
the normal condition of the universe. It is God, man and liberty
on one side; it is Chaos, blind
matter, and purposeless force on
the other. We are all helping to
make the fateful choice which
will fix the destiny of the world
for centuries to come.
The hour is dark; the issues
are tragically grave. So let us beware of being open-minded on
these fundamental issues. The
open mind is too often synonymous with the empty head
through which the winds blow
without let or hindrance. Let's
be narrow-minded!

THE

ASTROLABE
BY

THEODORE GRAEBNER
AND AD. HAENTZSCHEL
"Fill high with red Tokay
yon jocund astrolabe!"
-W. IRVING, Salmagundi

----------------------------------~·~~--------------every type of superstitiOn and
occultism, and all the charlatans
who pretend to a knowledge of
the future find themselves in high
clover. Few periods can, indeed,
produce such a gigantic mountebank as Cagliostro, but what they
lack in quality they may make
up in quantity. Our time decidedly runs to quantity, with our
daily press-so modern, scientific
and educational!-doing its best
to warm up the leftovers of astrology, numerology, and the like.
Doubtless the most inexpensive
way of feeding a flair for the occult is to put in one's time at
pondering · over prophecies. A
variety of such are available, and
now a volume on the prognosti-

NOSTRAD~SSPEAKS

In times of anxiety men
look uneasily toward the
•
future and wonder what it may
hold for them. God's children, at
such times, turn for strength to
the 'Vord and to prayer and are
content to know that the coming
days are in their Father's hand.
Many others, who have no anchor
that holds beyond the veil, do as
did Saul when the Philistines
were camped against him and
God, whose favor he had forfeited, remained mute to his questions. He went, you recall, to the
Witch of Endor.
So, whenever war flames up,
there is a great recrudescence of
21
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cations of the most famous soothsayer of the modern era has been
added to the supply. Nostradamus
Speaks} by Rolfe Boswell (Thomas Y. Crowell Co., New York.
1941. 381 pages. $2.50), is, so far
as I know, the first book on this
peculiar worthy character to be
published in our country.
That Nostradamus is quite a
phenomenon is unquestionable.
He has en joyed a considerable
vogue in France for centuries.
Goethe has his Faust open a book
written by Nostradamus ('von
Nostradamus' eigner Hand")
when he calls the Earth Spirit on
the eve of Easter. In Washington,
at the present time, it is said to
be the fashion to quote more or
less garbled predictions of the
Seer of Salon.
Who was this man? Michel de
Nostradamus was born at SaintRemy, in Southern France, in the
year 1503. Though of Jewish ancestry, he was a Catholic. He studied medicine and gained considerable fame during visitations of
the plague, being credited with
cures through a secret powder.
In later life he took to writing
prophecies in rhymed quatrainsalso an almanac containing weather predictions. He published his
prophecies under the name of
Centuries} a century consisting of
a hundred quatrains. There were
twelve centuries, or 1,200 quat-

rains. In addition there were fiftyeight six-lined predictions, of
which fifty-four have survived.
Nine hundred and sixty-six quatrains have come down to us. Boswell quotes about three hundred
quatrains in French and supplies
translations.
In evaluating N ostradamian
prophecies, several things must
be kept in mind. In the first
place, the term "centuries" has
nothing to do with time, but, as
already indicated, refers only to
the division of the quatrains into
hundreds. There is not supposed
to be any temporal or other sequence in the quatrains, so that
each must be interpreted solely
on the basis of its contents.
And what of these contents?
\,Yell, for one thing, they are written in crabbed, telescoped French,
usually packed with ambiguities,
symbolisms, anagrams, and crotchets and obscurities of every conceivable kind. That, of course,
leaves plenty of room for interpretation and whets the appetite
of certain kinds of people to display their ingenuity. Try this one,
I-71 (first "centurie," quatrain
71):
The marine tower three times
captured and recaptured
By Spaniards, Barbarians, Ligurians,
Marseilles and Aix, Aries by
those of Pisa

I
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Devastation, fire, iron, pillage,
croignon of the Turinese.
"Compact, cryptic, and absolutely unintelligible," judges Boswell.
We, likewise.
But how is it, then, that there
are those who say that Nostradamus has foretold air warfare,
tanks, the Maginot Line and its
fate, Hitler's doings, etc., etc.?
Let us take an example, III-96:
Chief of Fossaus will have his
throat cut
By the leader of the bloodhound
and greyhound:
The deed done by those of the
Tarpeian rock,
Saturn in Leo, February thirteenth.
Now this quatrain was supposed to have been fulfilled in
the assassination of the Duke of
Berry at Paris on February 13,
1820. The various details were
made to fit rather well, to the
satisfaction of all good Nostradamians.
However, with Hitler to the
front at the present time, the following has been suggested. Treat
"Fossano" as an anagram, changing it to Ossauf. That stands for
Oberster Sturm Scharen Auttilhrer-obviously making Hitler eligible to have his throat cut. (If
you don't like anagrams, fossaul,

I
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in French, is a kind of civet cat,
very smelly. Maybe you would
want to make that do for Hitler.)
But who will carry out the fell
deed? "The leader of the bloodhound and greyhound." Well,
one of Goering's titles is "Master
of the Hunts and Forests." Looks
bad for him. However, figuratively, a bloodhound, in French, is a
police spy, and a greyhound a
c.ourier. That seems to put
Himmler, the Gestapo chief, into
the picture. "Those of the Tarpeian rock" are evidently the Italians. And now for the clincher:
Saturn in Leo 13 "is the exact
degree in the zodiacal sign of the
Lion which is occupied by the
planet Saturn in the Haus that
Hitler built" -whatever that may
mean.
And so it goes. "He will drop
live fire and hidden death inside
the globes," (V-8) certainly
sounds like aerial bombardment.
But orthodox Nostradamians
have annexed that one for Count
Orsinis' attempt to assassinate
Napoleon III with bombs in
1858.-"When the submerged fleet
will swim," says III-13. Isn't that
a prevision of submarines? Why
not? Leonardo da Vinci, who died
when Nostradamus was sixteen,
discussed the building of such
vessels.
Geneva is mentioned repeatedly, e.g. in I-47:
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From Lake Geneva sermons will
bore, first by days,
Then brought to weeks, then
months, then years;
Then they all will fail.
The magistrates will damn the
futile laws.
Here, Boswell says, "the League
of Nations obviously is intended,"
with its windy talk. Oh, the
blindness of the ingenious! Gene\'a, to Nostradamus, means Calvinism, which he bitterly hated
in the Huguenots. There, in his
anger, he speaks without masquerade and pours out his scorn
on their long sermons. No wonder that when Geneva and Augsburg are mentioned together
(VII-4), Boswell has to admit
that the quatrain "is a poser."
No, after carefully reading
what is offered, I cannot but conclude that the great Nostradamus
was a man of vivid, but disordered, imagination who has led,
and is leading, many good people
by the nose. I have found no evidences of prophecy in his words.
That, with a little skill and patience and by using any trick that
one can think of, one can find
lines among the four thousand
available that permit themselves
to be tortured into a semblance of
what one is looking for-that is
not particularly remarkable. Boswell is to be commended for hav-

ing included Nostradamus' letter
to his son and his long dedicatory
epistle to Henry II, for these documents make it clear that he was
mentally confused-worse even
than Mary Baker Eddy.
A word of caution. If some of
our readers should wish to beguile some leisure hours with a
little puzzling over Nostradamic
quatrains, let them beware of accepting the English translation on
faith. Time and again it is not a
rendering of the French but a
paraphrase embodying interpretations, even on the most vital
points. It is to be regretted that
this is the case, for many who
cannot check on the original will
be misled into crefliting Nostradamus with more than is his due.
Whether Boswell is a believer
in Nostradamus or a skeptic is
hard to say. He seems to waver.
Some slips that he made in the
body of the book shall be forgiven him. But at the very conclusion (worn out, perhaps, by
all the obscurity through which
he has passed) he bursts into a
veritable shower of misstatements.
He says that "Bishop Berkeley
proved to his own satisfaction
that nothing exists, or, rather,
that we cannot know that anything exists," etc. This is probably a memory from some philosophy course that Boswell once
took, but a memory with which
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time, alas! has played sad havoc.
Berkeley only denied that matter
exists; he emphatically taught the
existence of minds and ideas.
Then he goes on, "Doctor Johnson scoffed at this philosophizing,
saying, 'We know that matter
exists [this should have rung the
bell for Boswell], and that's the
end of it.' He kicked his faithful
Boswell to prove his contention.''
Now, unless there is private information that has been handed
down in the Boswell family, I
must demur. James Boswell, in
his Life of johnson, describes the
episode in these words, "I shall
never forget the alacrity with
which Johnson answered, striking his foot with mighty force
against a large stone, till he rebounded from it, 'I refute it
thus!' " This leaves us with the
question, Who or what was
kicked? and the matter boils
down to a case of Boswell vs. Boswell. Family disagreements being
delicate affairs, we shall not further intrude.

~

WAR NEWS OVER TilE RADIO

A

"This is station PDQ, and
•
the time is three seconds
before four o'clock. Afternoon
reports from the world's capitals
and all the theaters of war. The
following is by electrical tran-
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scription. Stop that sniffle! Catch
that cough! Use Stem-STEMrefuse all substitutes. You have
that bleary eye, that contaminated breath, achy bones, hives,
fever-get the only cold remedy
approved by the medical profession, get STEM. A small bottle
for children. The common cold
is the most fatal of diseases. Just
seven drops in a glass of water
will work wonders.
"Station PDQ, and we offer the
four o'clock Survey of the World
sponsored by the Blind Owl Cigar, made of the finest Cuban tobacco blended with Kentucky
Burley and covered with Sumatra
leaf. We don't offer a ten cent
cigar for five cents, but what a
five center - Blind Owl! Seven
million sold every month since
1897. Here you men, discriminating smokers want Blind Owlmild -smooth - the flavor lasts.
And now the news:
"Moscow. The Russian high
command reports that the Red
Armies are surging forward with
new attacks on the Southern
front, having taken fifty inhabited
towns and inflicting heavy punishment on the retreating German army.
"London. The short wave station in Stockholm has reported
that considerable activity has been
noticed by observers on the Crimean peninsula.
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"Pittsburgh. The Ohio river is
this afternoon seven inches below
flood stage." We now give the
mike to Mr. O'Donovan who has
a message for men. "The Blind
Owl cigar has stood the test of
time since 1897. Ask dad, he
knows! Never was a quarter, not
even a dime, just a nickel, but
what a wallop it packs! Debutantes dote on it! A twentieth
century marvel, this fragrant, satisfying blend of ten costly tobaccos. We now continue with the
news. Take it away, Dennis.
"Cairo. Heavy downpours have
temporarily halted the Axis advance, and the British lines are
reforming for a rna jor offensive.
"Washington. The Senate's committee on foreign affairs has been
in special session since this noon.

Usually well-informed observers
assume that business related to
the Pan-American Conference is
receiving the attention of the
committee.
"Moscow. A new attack on the
Smolensk sector is in progress.
Seventy villages have been retaken. The temperature is 40 below
zero."
Ladies and gentlemen of the
radio audience. We have given
you the world's news by courtesy
of . . . . . . . . . . . . transcribed announcement . . . . . . . . . . . . you
too can be beautiful . . . . . . ... .
prompt relief to millions ..... .
. . . . . . get rid of that acid film
. . . . . . . . . . . . makes cotton longzheray look like silk . . . . . . .....

~

Power of Love
Just as a ship upon a windless ocean
Seldom reaches ports and harbors distant,
Just so there can be but lack of motion
In our lives when Love is nonexistent.
But when small winds grow persistent,
Sails belly, prows churn foam,
And vessels sail the seven seas;
So life itself is wafted home
To glory on Love's tender breeze.

J. VAJDA
Translation from the Slovak original by William Pauliny-T6th
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AND MUSIC MAJ(ERS
Random Reflections

BY

WALTER

f\ A famous conductor once de,;· dared that he was always
scrupulously careful when leading an orchestra through a score
by Tchaikovsky, but that he
never failed to be carefully scrupulous whenever he approached a
work written by Mozart. Was he
splitting hairs? No. By distinguishing between a "scrupulously careful" and a "carefully scrupulous" reading he was trying, to
the best of his ability, to give
pointed emphasis to the fact that
Mozart's music, with the exquisiteness and the delicacy of its
texture, requires infinitely more
care and understanding on the
part of a performer than the
compositions of Tchaikovsky. A
conductor addicted to broad
brush-strokes might present acceptable readings of the Russian's
works; but he would fall lamentably short of revealing either the

A.

HANSEN

spirit or the letter of the finegrained masterpieces bequeathed
to us by the great genius from
Salzburg.
Much has been said in recent
years about Sir Thomas Beecham's outstanding ability as an
interpreter of the music of Mozart. Does the eminent Britisher
deserve all this praise, or is he
the victim of what some facetiously inclined commentator might
refer to as "derogatory glorification"? The one and only way to
learn whether Sir Thomas- is, in
reality, one of the world's ablest
Mozart-interpreters is to listen
with scrupulous carefulness and
with careful scrupulousness to his
readings of works written by the
great master. Select, for example,
the recording of the Symphony
No. 39~ in E Flat Major as played
under his direction by the London Philharmonic Orchestra (Co-
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lumbia Album 456). Follow the
score as you listen. You will observe that Sir Thomas pays the
strictest attention to every detail
without at any time losing sight
of the all-important truth that the
thousands of exquisitely wrought
details join forces to make one of
the most magnificent symphonies
ever composed. You will realize
that the distinguished Englishman is aware not only of the individual trees which form the
beautiful forest but also of the
beautiful forest which is formed
by the individual trees. In the
words of Sir William Schwenck
Gil bert, his reading is
the true embodiment
Of everything that's excellent.

Conductorless Orchestras

l\ What of the conductorless
; · orchestra? Can it function
properly and successfully? Can it
regale and edify its hearers with
readings that reach a high plane
of artistic worth?
Some writers have declared
that conductors are largely useless. To their thinking, the men
and the women who wave batons
before orchestras are mere bric-abrac. Stick-wielders, say such commentators, are engaged because
of their names and their box
office value.
It is true that an orchestra
made up of capable musicians

can give highly praiseworthy performances of masterworks even
when there is no conductor on
the podium to guide it through
the scores. But isn't it equally
true that someone must have dispensed directions in the course of
the rehearsals? Perhaps you will
say that commendable performances offered without benefit of
conductors represent composite
readings, so to speak-readings
based on a pooling, or an ironingout, of notions and convictions
held by individual players. Well,
if you think that such pooling,
or such ironing-out, is ever possible of achievement in an orchestra, you have undoubtedly never
mingled with musicians to hear
how far apart and how utterly
irreconcilable opinions on a given composition can be.
A conductorless orchestra is a
contradiction in terms. Strictly
speaking, there can be no such
animal. Whenever a large band
of players appears upon a stage
to entertain you in an acceptable
manner without benefit of a baton-wielder or an arm-swinger,
you may rest assured that there
.has been some preliminary direction; and you need not hesitate
to wager your last farthing that
the performances will not, and
cannot, reflect the composite
opinions of the fiddlers, the
blowers, and the strikers who
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make up the ensemble. I suppose
that the Boston Symphony Orchestra, for example, could present noteworthy readings of numerous masterpieces even if Serge
Koussevitzky or a substitute conductor did not stand before it.
Why? Because the group has
played these compositions many
times under the guidance of the
extraordinarily able maestro. But
such performances would never
be identical in all details with
those offered under the flesh-andblood leadership of Dr. Koussevitzky himself.
Bach or Beethoven?
t\ Shall we say that Beethoven's
•. M issa Solemnis is a greater
work than Bach's Mass in B Min o1·., or shall we declare that
Bach's mass is superior to Beethoven's? For many years scholars have been cudgeling their
brains in an effort to give a completely satisfactory answer to this
utterly useless question. Have
they succeeded? No. Why not?
There are two reasons. In the first
place, the question itself, as said
before, is futile; in the second
place, no one will ever be able
to answer it with unalloyed objectivity. One need not hesitate
to assert without further ado that
Beethoven's Eroica Symphony,
for example, is infinitely more
important as a work of art than,
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let us say, Jerome Kern's "Smoke
Gets in Your Eyes"; but when
you or I permit ourselves to become rash enough to try to measure Beethoven's Solemn Mass
and Bach's Mass in B Minor
with our own little yardsticks,
we invariably come to grief.
It is possible that you or I may
prefer Bach's colossal outpouring
to Beethoven's awe-inspiring composition. That is a matter of
taste. Yet taste settles nothing. It
does provide the dogmatically inclined individual with ammunition for his critical popguns; but
it never gives an answer which
cannot be forcefully gainsaid by
those who hold to contradictory
opinions.
There are fundamental differences in Bach's mass and in Beethoven's mass-differences in approach and differences in the
type of writing-and it is necessary to point out these divergences when we study the two
works; but it is idle to say in
cocksure fashion that the music
of the one composer is greater
than the music of the other.
In Men of Music., by Wallace
Brockway and Herbert Weinstock (Simon and Schuster, New
York. 1939), we read that Bach's
B Min or Mass is the greatest
composition ever written. The
two able authors mean, of course,
that, in their opinion, it is the
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greatest compositiOn ever written. Perhaps they are right. I
don't know. I myself declare
without any compunctions whatever that Bach's mass is one of
the greatest o£ all masterpieces;
but I reject as unadulterated balderdash much of what Messrs.
Brockway and Weinstock have to
say in disparagement of Beethoven's mighty work in the same
field. The "Kyrie" of Bach's
work thrills me to the bone; but
does it edify me more than the
"Credo" of Beethoven's gigantic
outpouring? No. Why not say
that both works are marvelous
and inspiring masterpieces? Why
try in vain to prove that Bach
wrote a greater mass than Beethoven or that Beethoven wrote
a greater mass than Bach?
On Abominations

f\ I have been thinking about
• . the sixteen or more popular
abominations that are based on
the first theme of the first movement of Tchaikovsky's Concerto
No. I in B Flat Min or} for Piano
and Orchestra; and my reflections
have prompted me to make a
statement which may shock many
of my friends and will seem to
put grist into the mills of some
of my enemies. I believe that the
abominations can, and do, per-

form a service at which no one
should sneeze. Their help, as I
see it, is fivefold. They advertise
the compositions from which
they have been filched; they
prove that some of the highly
praised tunesmiths of today are
utterly incapable of devising respectable melodies of their own;
they show us how hideously a
stirring tune can be, and is, distorted; they point out with unassailable logic that masterpieces
triumphantly survive the mayhem committed by the countless
Lilliputians who clutter the field
of music; and they give ample
evidence of the fact that the writing of many of the songs which
are common! y styled "popular"
is, for the most part, not an art
but a business. Therefore, ladies
and gentlemen, hats off to the
a bominationsl
If all those who dote on the
abominations I have mentioned
could hear an able pianist and a
well-trained orchestra play the
concerto as it came from Tchaikovsky's brain, they would realize, I am sure, that it has nothing
in common with the moaning of
a bilious cow or with the croaking of a bullfrog tormented by
an obstreperous gall bladder. I
take for granted, of course, that
bullfrogs have gall bladders.
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RECENT RECORDINGS
PETER !LYICH TCHAIKOVSKY. Overture-Fantasia: Romeo and juliet.
The Cleveland Symphony Orchestra under Artur Rodzinski.-Some
regard this work as an exemplification of hysteria gone berserk; others
consider it a masterpiece of programmatic writing. At any rate, it
is richly melodious and is scored
with exceptional skill. Rodzinski's
reading gives proof of extraordinary ability. The prelude to Moussorgsky's Khovantchina is played as
an encore. Columbia Album 478.
$3.50.
RICHARD STRAuss. Don juan. The
Pittsburgh Symphony Orchestra under Fritz Reiner.-A magnificent
performance of a work which is
filled to overflowing with orchestral
wizardry. Columbia Album X-190.
$2.50.-Till Eulenspiegels lustige
Streiche. The Cleveland Symphony
Orchestra under Artur Rodzinski.It is seldom that one hears so excellent a performance of this composition, which, to my thinking, is
the best of Strauss's symphonic
poems. Columbia Album X-21 0.
$2.50.
BEDRICH SMETANA. Vltava (The Moldau). The New York Philharmonic-Symphony Orchestra under Bruno Walter.-Music at once brilliantly descriptive and intensely nationalistic. Walter, of course, knows
how to unfold its vigorous beauty.
The encore is Antonio Dvorak's
Slavonic Dance No. 1, in C Major.
Columbia Album X-211. $3.50.

EMANUEL CHABRIER. Trois Valses Romantiques. Robert and Gaby Casadesus, duo-pianists.-Wit, brilliance,
and picturesqueness are contained
in these delightful little pieces
from the pen of the man who
wrote the colorful Espana Rapsodie. Husband and wife play with
polish and sensitiveness. Columbia
Album X-209. $2.00.
JoHANN STRAuss. Waltzes (The Blue
Danube, Tales from the Vienna
Woods, Artist's Life, Voices of
Spring, Vienna Life, and Emperor
Waltz). Andre Kostelanetz and his
orchestra.-The Strauss waltzes are
masterpieces; but I, for one, do
not like them abbreviated, dehydrated, and-Kostelanetzized. The
tone of Kostelanetz's orchestra is
lush; but the readings of the emasculated waltzes are atrocious. Columbia Album 481. $3.50.
RICHARD WAGNER. "Siegfried's Rhine
Journey" and "Siegfried's Funeral
Music," from Die Gotterdammerung. The NBC Symphony Orchestra under Arturo Toscanini.-Resplendently opulent performances
by an excellent orchestra under a
conductor who knows how to reveal all the sorcery inherent in
Wagner's matchless music. Victor
Album 853. $3.50.- Three Deathless
Songs: "Im Treibhaus," "Schmerzen," and "Tdiume." Helen Traubel, soprano, and the Philadelphia
Symphony Orchestra under Leopold Stokowski. Victor Album 872.
$2.50.
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READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER

All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff
------------~~~-------------------------------------------------

convictiOns of the fanatical Serb nationalists, the anti-Serb Croats, the
Bosnian Moslems, and the unassimilated Turks. She reviewed the history
of the Balkans from the days when
the Serbian Empire had reached a
towering pinnacle of glory and
achievement down to its present pathetic impotence under the Nazi
yoke. What Miss West saw and heard
and sensed caused her to feel deep
concern for the future of Europe
and of the world. She returned to
England resolved to put on paper

Europe's Tinder Box
BLACK LAMB AND GREY
CON: A journey Through
slavia. By Rebecca West.
Viking Press, New York,
Two volumes. 1,181 pages.
trated. $7.50.

1

FALYugoThe
1941.
Illus-

monumental new
R
work is a day-by-day account
of an extensive pilgrimage through
EBECCA WEST's

the country which was called Yugoslavia, the home of the Serbs, the
Croats, and the Slovenes. Her dedication reads,

what a typical Englishwoman felt and
thought in the late nineteen-thirties,
when, already convinced of the inevitability of the second Anglo-German war,
she had been able to follow the dark
waters of that event back to its source.

To my friends in Yugoslavia, who are
now all dead or enslaved. Grant to them
the Fatherland of their desire, and make
them again citizens of Paradise.

In 1936 and again in 1937 Miss
West travelled through the Balkan
states. She visited churches, mosques,
shrines, public institutions, the comfortable homes of the affluent, and
the hovels of the poor. Everywhere
she asked questions. She talked with
representatives of every class and
every walk of life: soldiers, scholars,
merchants, politicians, and peasants.
She recorded the thoughts and the

These were the years when a
strange inertia seemed to hold the
governments of the free nations of
Europe in a silken, smothering grip.
Heads of states saw the powerful
dictator-nations arming at breakneck speed, and still they cried
peace and appeasement. The Pact
of Munich convinced Miss West
that
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The great churches of Central Europe carry much
that is truly priceless in wood and stone carving.
This is a Gothic figure of God, the Father, carved
in oak. It occupies a very prominent place in the
Church of St. Mary of Dortmund.

In the Berswordt Chapel of the Church of St. Mary
in Dortmund are these beautifully ornamented and
carved gravestones. Their names and escutcheons represent the great families of that vicinity.

The entrances to the Cathedral at Paderborn have
long been acclaimed as some of the finest stone carving in Europe. In this picture a detail of the South
Portal is given.

The Administration Building at Luedinghausen has
long panels on which the arms and crests of the ruling
classes are preserved.

The Court-house at Muenster has three beautifully
carved cabinet doors on its Chest of Archives. In this
great chest are preserved the peace-treaties, war declarations and other state documents.

The Cathedral of Muenster is a massive cave of
majestic arches. It is easily one of the truly great
churches of the world.

I

The portal to the Church of St. James in Coesfeld
could have a place in a mosque or as the entrance to
some house of worship in either Cordova, Cairo or
Ispahan. It is one of the rarest entrances to a Christian Church in all Europe.

Almost everyone has heard of the mocking little figures which were carved by the craftsmen of the Middle Ages in out of the way places, such as the underside of seats, behind pulpits and altars, etc.
This one, the insatiable drinker, was carved under
a clergy seat in St. Mary's Church in Dortmund.
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now it was plain that it was not sleep
which made the earth so still; it was
death. As extreme cold can burn like
fire, so an unmeasured peace was stamping out life after the fashion of war.
There was for her an appalling analogy between the conditions which
confronted Tsar Lazar on the plains
of Kossova in 1389 and the England
of 1939.
The difference lay in time and place,
and not in the events experienced, which
resembled each other in details of which
we of the later catastrophe think as
peculiar to our nightmare.
Tsar Lazar's ignominious defeat
at the hands of the Turks plunged
the proud Serbs into 500 years of
subjugation and misery. Defeat for
England would mean
the same squalor it had meant for Serbia. Five centuries hence, gentleness
would be forgotten by our people; loutish men would bind ploughshares to
their women's backs and walk beside
them unashamed, we would grow careless of our dung, ornament, and the use
of foreign tongues, and the discoveries
made by past geniuses of our race would
be phantoms that sometimes troubled
the memory; and over the land would
lie the foul jetsam left by the receding
tide of a conquering race.
The apathy held until France fell
and bombs began to rain from the
skies over England. Then suddenly,
miraculously, British men and women were awake. Night after night,
week after week, month after month,
they labored, suffered, and died
among the ruins of their homes and
cities.
There have been heroes on the plains
of Troy, on the Elizabethan seas, on
the fields of Flanders, in the Albanian
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mountains that go down to the sea, but
none of them was more heroic than
these.

Black Lamb and Grey Falcon is
well worth the time and the concentration required to read its 1,158
pages. The work of a brilliant and
singularly gifted woman, it reflects
an amazing knowledge of art, literature, and history. Equally noteworthy is Miss West's fine prose. Her
pen seems literally to have been
dipped in music, poetry, and magic.
Unfortunately, about halfway through
the second volume she attacks the
doctrine of atonement through the
blood of Jesus Christ with shocking vehemence. She contends that
Paul, Augustine, and, much later,
Martin Luther, violated and besmirched the pure and unassailable
goodness of ] esus Christ. For her
the doctrine of atonement is scarcely less shameful and disgusting than
the sacrificial rites at Sheep's Field
in Macedonia: both, she feels, are
"a conscious cheat."
Miss West's book is for mature
readers. Every day in many wavs
each of us must make a choice in
the things we see or hear or do. So
it is with Black Lamb and Grey Falcon: one can read it for its many
splendid qualities without subscribing to, or accepting, the creed of its
author. The cross of Christ has been
attacked before, and it will be attacked again. We need only remember that we have the assurance that
the very gates of hell shall not prevail against it.
Cecily Isabel Fairfield was born
in County Kerry, Ireland, on Christmas Day in the year 1892 of Eng-
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lish parents. She was reared in Edinburgh and received her education at
George Watson's Ladies' College.
When she was seventeen, she went
to London to attend a dramatic
academy and to join a theatrical
company. The pseudonym, Rebecca
West, is taken from the character of
that name in Ibsen's Rosmersholm,
a part which she portrayed for some
time. Miss West's writing career began in 1911. Her first novel, Henry
james, appeared in 1916. Other
works from her pen are D. H. Lawrence (1930), St. Augustine (1933),
and The Thinking Reed (1936).
In 1930 she was married to the London banker, Henry Maxwell Andrews. Fond of adventure and romance, she has travelled extensively
for pleasure, for research, and to fill
lecture engagements.

Great Doctors
THE DOCTORS MAYO. By Helen
Clapesattle. The University of
Minnesota Press, Minneapolis, 1941.
712 pages. $3.75.
brothers either lacked
T the Mayo
time or were too modest to
HE

tell the story of the development of
the great clinic at Rochester. But
they authorized its writing and publication through The University of
Minnesota Press. The au thor is editor of the Press and teaches history
in the University of Minnesota.
This is more than the biography
of three great physicians. As important as the biographical portions are
the side lights on a hundred years
of medical p:wgress. And it is the
story of the healing art on the great

Western frontiers of the United
States.
When the elder Mayo, after receivmg his degree from Indiana
Medical College in 1850, became a
medical circuit rider in Minnesota,
there was no such thing as modern
surgery. The use of anesthetics was
only four years old, a matter for
heated controversy among doctors
and laymen alike. Surgery was in
its infancy. Resort to the knife was
in all cases an emergency measure,
not an accepted therapeutic method
but a weapon of dire necessity. Operations even on the surfaces and
extremities were commonly followed
by fatal infection. Quacks flourished
without let or hindrance. The drug
stores featured Dr. Green's Oxygenated Bitters, Mexican Mustang Liniment, and Professor Alexander
Barry's Tricopherous for preventing
baldness and gray hair. Every advance in the science of medicine had
to fight its way, not only against
popular ignorance, but also against
the prejudices of the profession.
When a general practitioner from
Vermont took one of his patients to
the Woman's Hospital in New York
and had seen his patient settled in
bed, he asked one of the staff how
they would operate on the ovarian
tumor. When an interne explained,
the doctor shouted, "What, do you
mean to tell me you've got to cut
her wide open?" As for arms and
legs, the rule was amputate, amputate, amputate. For everything from
the hi te of a cat to the misdirection
of a woodsman's axe. As for microbes, these still belonged to the
realm of fantasy. Even the elder
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Mayo, who was very fastidious otherwise, carried his instruments in a
little case or even loose in his vest
pocket, where he could reach them
easily to lance a boil or clip the
ragged edges of a minor wound.
Otherwise he used the clinical thermometer and the crude wooden
stethoscope, the only instruments of
precision yet available.
A thrilling chapter in the biography of the Old Doctor is that which
deals with the attack of the Sioux
Indians on the city of New Ulm.
Dr. Mayo treated many of the victims of this Indian outbreak. The
rise of the Old Doctor to distinction
in his state is then sketched, a fitting
prelude to the meteoric career of the
sons, Will and Charlie.
Even as youths, the sons of the
Old Doctor used their eyes and ears
and began to acquire all the minor
skills of a doctor. They saw the
points to be looked into in a thorough physical examination, listened
to the diagnosis and prescription
that followed from the findings. All
this brought them into close contact
with the realities of practice long
before they entered medical school.
Will studied at the young U niversity of Michigan, later at Chicago
Medical College. In 1888 Charlie
graduated from the Chicago Medical
College and, in his turn, settled into
practice at Rochester. Both brothers
kept eagerly abreast of developments. The pages of the medical
journals bristled with theories and
suggestions, and the Mayos read
them all diligently and intelligently,
with sound judgment sifting the
wheat from the inevitable pile of
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chaff. They attended medical con"Ventions regularly-not to make merry at bar or club, but to listen earnestly to the papers and discussions.
As for traveling, of which they did
a great deal, they stuck to their rule:
When patients came to Rochester
they must always find a Mayo on
hand to take care of them.
the celebrated surgeons
who play their part in this fascinating narrative are Christian Fenger, A. J. Ochsner, Ludwig Hektoen,
and John B. Murphy, all of Chicago.
The story of the "Murphy button,"
used in intestinal surgery is told, although the author omits the sensational incident of Dr. Murphy's peppering a dog with a shotgun in the
presence of his class and then repairing the damage immediately,
first discovering the holes in the intestines by means of illuminating
gas and then plugging each with
one of his famous buttons. At Baltimore Dr. W. J. Mayo studied under
William Osler and Howard A. Kelly.
For the first decade the two young
men did their operating as a team,
each serving in his turn as the
other's first assistant. "It stirs the
pulse to think of the potential abilities focused on those early patients
as the brothers bent together over
the table, every faculty intent, one
seeing what the other missed, pooling their knowledge and ingenuity
to meet a crisis when it came." The
fascinating story is told of the various techniques developed by the
brothers. The manipulation of bougies and string-saws in the case of
stomach obstructions, amazing oper-
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ations on the bowels, the use of thy- not. He lived in the present, savorroid extract made from the glands ing it to the full; Dr. Will lived in
of sheep, the multiple-stage operathe future, not planning for tomortion on the thyroid, and the early row or next week but for ten or fifuse of Roentgen's discovery (X-ray) . teen years ahead." Even in appearance the two men were oppositesOther chapters recount the story
of St. Mary's Hospital, the most re- Dr. Will blond, Dr. Charlie dark in
skin and hair; Dr. Will's eyes keen
markable institution of its kind in
and direct of glance, Dr. Charlie's
the country, handling more surgical
cases annually than any other hos- deepset and somewhat sad; Dr. Will
pital in the United States, more erect, compact, commanding, "he
couldn't slouch"; Dr. Charlie more
even than the great Johns Hopkins.
1-'or some ailments Rochester was the homey and comfortable looking,
magnet that drew patients from the
never so precise or neat.
entire civilized world. It is said that
goiter patients came in such numvEN when they were in their sixbers that "pregnant women in Rochties and at the top of their proester were afraid to go down town
fession, Dr. Will and Dr. Charlie did
lest they mark their babies by their not consider themselves beyond the
repugnance at the sight of the many need of further learning. They
big necks and protruding eyeballs."
crossed the Atlantic thirty times. At
The time came when to look after
the age of sixty-seven, Dr. Will anall the Clinic staff-in round num- nounced that he had just done his
bers two hundred professional mem- last operation. He recognized that
bers, a thousand non-professional,
"the younger men really possessed in
and three hundred Foundation felthe enthusiasm of youth the ability
lows-personally and individually as
to grasp and orient new knowledge,
they once did became impossible. even though it might conflict with
So they inaugurated elaborate in- former experiences-an ability that
surance and pension plans, and pro- I no longer had in so marked a devided for generous vacations and gree." After a series of strokes Dr.
sick leaves. In addition, every staff Will retired, spent some time in Tucmember was expected, not just per- son together with Dr. Charlie. The
mitted, to go off for a month of latter died of pneumonia while visstudy each year.
iting Chicago in May 1939 and Dr.
The biographer says that neither Will a few months later. The fatal
of the brothers alone could have illness was cancer of the stomach.
built the famous clinic. It took the
It would extend the length of this
two of them to do that job, each review unduly to mention the many
complementing the other. But the
fascinating glimpses of the history
task of administration fell mainly to of medicine which is afforded by
Dr. Will's lot. "He had the decisive- Helen Clapesattle's book. The volness and single-mindedness of a suc- ume is illustrated with old photocessful executive; Dr. Charlie did graphs and is beautifully printed.
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Drama-Packed
THAT DAY ALONE. By Pierre
van Paassen. The Dial Press, New
York. 1941. 548 pages. $3.75.
human drama behind the treevents of our day is
here described and interpreted by a
master story-teller. Pierre van Paassen is one of the ace journalists of
our time. In this book he records
largely events of which he has been
eye witness. In other chapters he
paints the background of the events
which have sent civilization reeling
to the edge of the bottomless pit.
What a cavalcade of illustrious men,
humble burgher people, assassins,
fanatics, traitors, patriots, from
Clemenceau whom the author interviewed for The Evening World, the
newspaper he then represented in
Europe, to the fantastic dwarf of
Gorcum, who destroyed a windmill
quartering the German soldiers who
had slain three patriotic Dutchmen!
The first chapter is entitled "Farewell to France." The collapse of the
French people is here traced to the
treason of Fascist politicians-men
who had been quite frank and outspoken in their approval of Hitler's
labor politics and Mussolini's corporate state, and who had been
given control of the military by Daladier. These army leaders and their
political friends "called in Hitler,
in the foolish belief that Germany's
National Socialism represented the
wave of the future and in the vain
hope that Hitler would safeguard
their interests." One must, however,
turn to the end of the book and
read under "Irrevocable Hours,"
HE
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how Weygand and Laval, Petain
and Flandin, Badouin and Bonnet,
sabotaged the French war effort.
"They were afraid of victory. They
did not want to see Herr Hitler, the
man who had vowed to eradicate
democracy, eliminated. They hated
democracy as much as he." Weygand, to whom was entrusted the
responsibility of defending France
in May, 1940, looked upon defense
against Germany as a waste of effort
because Russia, not Hitler, was the
real enemy in his eyes.
The fifth column activities in Holland are described in chapters based
on reports Van Paassen had received
from eye and ear witnesses. He was
in Gorcum at the time, the city of
his birth, having left Paris when he
was no longer able to follow his assignment as a broadcaster for N.B.C.
He saw the entrance of the Germans. Some of the most horrible
scenes were described to him by
spectators who witnessed the scene
by peering out from behind venetian blinds in their homes. He heard
the radio announce the destruction
of a battalion of marines in Rotterdam, just drawn up to receive instructions when they were raked by
a burst of machine-gun fire from a
Swedish steamer quietly riding at
anchor a short way from the shore.
"Suddenly the ship's portholes had
opened, and from a dozen apertures
the rattlers had st art ed to spew
death." In Gorcum, Van Paassen
witnessed the method followed by
the Nazis in every invaded country
(except Poland and Serbia) , the
troopers being studiously polite to
the populace and then the Secret
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Police using the iron hand and ruthlessly destroying those Dutch citizens whose names were listed as anti-Nazi in the Ausland Amt.
Once again, and it cannot be repeated too often, the Nazi ideal of
race and blood is set forth. It is here
that we have the key to every move
of Adolf Hitler.
It turns out that Hitler claims everything that belonged to the Holy Roman
Empire of the German Nation in the
Middle Ages, every bit of land in Europe that Germans occupied in the
course of history or merely traversed, in
addition to every inch of territory that
was ever so slightly influenced by Teutonic civilization . . . . Whithersoever a
dinosaur in the preglacial period wandered from the area where Herr Hitler
reigns at present, whether in the direction of the Ukraine or Norway or to
the lost continent of Atlantis, there is
Germany, and there the Nazi power intends to install itself. Wherever a German pioneer cut down a forest , built a
road, or forded a river, even if that pioneer fled from Germany to escape oppression and misery, wherever he settled,
whether in Milwaukee, Brazil, or Pretoria, there is a milepost to direct the
Third Reich in its march to world
power.

Regarding the fantastic flight of
Rudolf Hess the author brings a
theory which has since been confirmed by a remark of Mr. Churchill
in Parliament.
Hess did not come to Britain with a
threat. He came, in his own words, to
save humanity. He came with the proposal that the Reich be given a free
hand in eastern Europe to destroy the
Soviet Power and that she share the
mastery of the world with Britain.

With the Duke of Hamilton, a British Fascist, Rudolf Hess had carried
on an assiduous correspondence ever
since the beginning of the war. He
hoped that he would find a party in
select British circles which would
swing the country to accept his proposition.
From a literary standpoint the
sense of approaching disaster, the
feeling of gloom that pervaded
France even while the politicians
said that "France was ready, France
was calm, France was invincible," is
the greatest achievement of That
Day Alone. The spiritual note is not
wanting. The author believes that
the trouble with the modern world
is that man is trying to get along
without religion. He thinks belief
in God an antiquated myth.
Man becomes obsessed with a fear that
in times of social crisis grows to an unreasoning, blind anguish. When this
anguish takes on mass characteristics
(which occur when the mass is cut loose
from its economic, social, and spiritual
moorings), confusion and chaos appear.
Fear leads to bestiality.

But man seeks in vain to lose contact with religion. As for himself,
Van Paassen says:
I make no bones about it, to think of
salvation and of eternal life and of the
question where we are going and what
is the sense and what is to be the end of
all our striving. . . . My attention was
pointed to Russia, and I was told to
notice how those naive doubts and disquietudes of mankind's infancy have disappeared in the clear sunlight of Soviet
life, how they no longer trouble the
human conscience. I answer: what do
you know about it? Are you sure? Can
you say with certainty what a peasant
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sitting at eventide under the cool elms,
in front of the collective farmhouse ,
thinks of?

Unfortunately, when the author
discusses the rise of modern democracy, he casts the usual slur at Martin Luther for having refused to support the revolt of the peasants. It
must not be supposed, however, that
Van Paassen is led to this false judgment by any Romanist leanings.
An amazing chapter, "Politics and
Souls," treats the political moves by
which the Roman Church has recently sought to regain its power,
skilfully taking advantage of events
in Ethiopia, Poland, Italy, France,
Spain. Van Paassen declares that Portugal, where the Church en joys a virtual religious monopoly and where
Protestant groups are persecuted,
is the professed model and ideal of the
Vatican and of American Catholics. It
is a land where a rigorous press censorship holds sway, where education is de generating, and where the standard of
living could scarcely be lower.

The title, That Day Alone~ sums
up the convictions of Pierre van
Paassen as to the hope of humanity
for a better future. He believes that
in the combat that lies before us we
must make the Gospel our ideal.
When mankind turns back to the
social ideals of the New Testament,
on that day alone the brotherhood
of man will have become a reality.
Whether that ideal can be reached
by any other way than the spiritual
rebirth of the individual through
faith in Jesus Christ as the world's
Redeemer,-of that the book contains no hint which would satisfy
the Christian reader.
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Haphazard Soul
APPLEYARD'S YEAR. By
Louise Andrews Kent. Houghton
Mifflin Company, Boston. 1941.
195 pages. $2.00.

MRS.

is fun to
read, and it must have been
M
fun to write. First of all, the author
RS. APPLEYARD's YEAR

has not limited herself to a conventional literary form but has presented in a rambling way Mrs. Appleyard's reminiscences during a year.
She has divided the book into twelve
chapters, each representing a month;
and in each she has Mrs. Appleyard
recall the memories associated with
the given month. Even with this
loosely organized plan the author
has given herself a great deal of latitude. Into Mrs. Appleyard's memories she has mixed essays, treatises,
and plaints on such diversified subjects as "The Great American Guest
Towel Plague," "The Care and Handling of Antiques," and "The Passing of the Good Old Days," as symbolized by the death of Jerry, the
neighborhood handy-man.
Then, too, Mrs. Kent has Mrs.
Appleyard recall only the gay, the
sweet, or the slightly ridiculous. As
a result of this literary selection
there is a chuckle on every page and
not infrequently a good hearty guffaw. The picture of the typical
American woman and her family
which the book presents is idealized;
but it is one which we can all enjoy
and in which all of us can see something of our own family life.
The subject matter itself is delightful, and one feels .that Mrs.
Kent dearly loves Mrs. Appleyard
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and that she has a fine time thinking and writing about her. When
we first meet Mrs. Appleyard on
New Year's Day, she is making resolutions which she has no intention
of keeping. She is deciding how best
to grow old: whether to become a
sweet old thing with a lace cap, a
dowager with an imposing bosom
and booming voice, or a fretful
crank upon whose whim the pleasure
of her household depends. She discards each of these plans as too troublesome and decides to grow old in
the same haphazard way she has
lived for the past fifty odd years.
It is this haphazard way of living and thinking that makes Mrs.
Appleyard the lovable soul she is.
Her mind is, as she says, "very illregulated"; and into it keeps popping the most delightful and enchanting nonsense. She is the joy
and despair of her family because
she tells the same stories over and
over, and because she never comes
home with what she sets out to buy.
Unpredictable as she is in non-essentials, Mrs. Appleyard is fundamentally as solid as a rock. Her
family of four well-bred children, a
smoothly running household, a balanced check book, and a devoted
husband who lets her drive the car
even when he is in it arc ample
proof of this.
Mrs. Kent writes well and with a
fine feeling for detail. Her descriptions of nature are beautiful, and
her characterizations are real and
charming. Mrs. Appleyard's Year is
a good book to read aloud to the
family on a cold, dreary night.
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH

Life With Father
YOUNG MAN OF CARACAS. By
T. R. Ybarra. Foreword by Elmer
Davis. Ives Washburn, Inc., New
York. 1941. 324 pages. Illustrated.
$3.00.
LMER DAVIS speaks of Thomas
Ybarra as half Carahalf Plymouthroqueno.
The father of the author of Young
Man of Caracas was Alejandro Ybarra, a major general in the army of
Venezuela; the mother was the
daughter of Thomas Russell, whom
Ulysses S. Grant appointed United
States Minister to Venezuela in
1874. Tommy Ybarra was born in
Boston; but he spent much of his
youth in the city of Caracas. When
political conditions permitted, his
father lived the life of an influential military figure in the capital of
Venezuela; when there was danger
to life and limb, the Ybarra family
resided, for the most part, in the
land of the Stars and Stripes. It all
depended on whether the stock of
Guzman Blanco, the Venezuelan dictator, was up or down.
Tommy, a keen-witted youngster,
was gifted with a lively sense of humor. Besides, he was in the habit of
keeping his eyes open. In Caracas
he basked in the reflected glory of
his father's high position; when he
was "north of the Caribbean," he
"drank deeper and deeper of AngloSaxonism." This shuttling back and
forth continued until the lad was
twenty. Then conditions became
more stable in Venezuela. Eventually the Bostonian inside Tommy
triumphed over the young man's

Russell
E
queno and
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"Latin self." When he made up his
mind to use a legacy bequeathed to
him by a great-aunt to go to Harvard, the die was cast. The Bostonian proved to be invincible; the
Latinity in the lad was left groggy.
Young Man of Caracas has none
of the earmarks of lasting value;
but, dealing as it does with the life
of an unusually interesting family
and touching on more than one important happening in the history of
Venezuela, it is at once entertaining
and instructive. One gains from it
an understanding of many of the
social and political elements characteristic of Latin America. The style
is brisk and saturated with humor.
Anecdotes are as plentiful as they
are absorbing.
Mr. Ybarra has been active in the
field of journalism ever since his
graduation from Harvard. His byline is well-known in many parts of
the world.

This Is America
WINDSWEPT. By Mary Ellen
Chase. Jacket and end papers designed by Grevis Melville. The
Macmillan Company, New York.
1941. 440 pages. $2. 75.
N

a fine, sunlit afternoon in

September, 1938, two American
O
women were driving through the

open country of southwest Germany.
Abruptly the peace of the hour was
shattered.
Great, quickly moving blurs began to
fill the distant reaches of the black road,
taking shape every moment, now becoming clearly defined as gigantic motor
lorries in swift procession, shaking the
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countryside with the throbbing of their
engines.

Half in fear, half in fascination,
Julie Chartier and Ann Mars ten
watched the seemingly endless procession of cycles and lorries.
They were the very embodiment of
blind, mechanized force, impersonal, insensate, careless, a force outside the
world of thought and longing, a force
which, knowing neither, was scornful of
both.

Suddenly there was born in the
watchers a desperate need for escape.
Entirely without conscious volition
the thoughts of both women turned
to "a stretch of country old from
the beginning, yet in a new World"
-a place which was the direct and
complete antithesis of the display of
power and compulsion which had
just passed before their eyes. A thousand memories of Windswept crowded Julie's mind: the beauty of blueberries ripening in the sun; the
scream of ospreys as they circled
above their nest in the top of a tall,
dead pine; the blood red of millions
of cranberries against the green of
tiny spiralling leaves; the sound of
the sea and the smell of the fog. To
Ann Marsten it was as though the
great revolving lamp, far beyond
the rugged, rock-strewn point at
Windswept, had ceased its rhythmical turning east and west, north and
south, and now shone on her alone,
clear, bright, and steady. The brightness of its shining made her feel
warm and safe, fortified against the
unpredictable happenings of the
days and weeks and years which lay
ahead.
Windswept! There was magic in
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its very name; there was mystery in
its bleak emptiness; there was grandeur in its stark severity. A high,
treeless promontory on the coast of
Maine, "this might have been some
ancient highway between sea and sky
in the earliest ages of the world."
It was here that, in the summer of
1880, Philip Marsten planned to
build a home for his son John; for
here, he thought,
nothing commonplace could happen.
. . . Here, away from the roar of the
world and the confusion of themselves,
men might grow into heroic mold as in
the early age of the world . . . . Here
one could, if he would, catch something
of that wisdom which life in most places
and under most circumstances leaves unfinished, even undiscovered.
Philip Marsten built well not only
for himself and for his descendants
but for America. He had the vision
to see that the immigrants who
crowded the decks of the ships which
came to our shores
had things to give to America in the
years that were coming. They could give
for evil or for good, for destruction or
construction.
He felt that, without guidance and
sympathetic co-operation,
they would give nothing of the gifts
they had brought, for they would lose
alike the gifts and the power of giving.
The Bohemian immigrants, Jan
and Philomena Pisek, more than justified Philip's faith. They gave in
full measure of their strength and
their gifts to the young nation of
their adoption. They served three
generations of Marstens with devoted loyalty; they nurtured the roots
planted in the soil of Windswept,

so that they grew strong and deep,
a sure and vital defense against the
forces which, in March, 1939, unfurled the Swastika of the Third
Reich above the old castle in Prague,
beloved city of their childhood.
In Windswept, Mary Ellen Chase
has given us a beautiful and distinguished novel. There is strength in
the story and beauty, warmth, serenity, and understanding. Coming
as it does at a time when the nation
is preparing for an all-out struggle
to preserve the American way of life,
it is timely and pertinent. The quotation from Sir Thomas Browne's
Urn Burial} which Miss Chase has inscribed on the flyleaf of her book,
provides a comforting thought against
the terror and the threats of bombs
and blackoutLife is a pure flame, and we live by
an invisible sun within us.

Your Farm
FIVE ACRES AND INDEPENDENCE. By M. G. Kains. Greenberg: Publisher. 1941. 401 pages.
$2.50.
HIS is the eighth printing of the
revised and enlarged edition of
this book, originally published in
1935. We can readily understand
why the book has so large a sale. It
deals with the hope of a large percentage of our city people who long
for the day when they can make an
independent living on a small farm.
But the author does not deal in
generalities nor in imaginary pipedreams. He gets down to brass tacks
and in great detail shows the reader
what he has to expect on his five
acres. His discussion takes us into
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every angle of the problem, and he
glosses over none of the hardships
and difficulties in its solution. It is
a practical handbook in every sense
for the small farmer. The reader is
introduced into all the intricacies of
how to select the right five acres;
how and where to build the house;
drainage; soil testing; fertilizing; the
capital required; windbreaks; the
right kind of seed; fruit tree pruning; the right kind of tools; farm
accounts; markets; livestock; poultry;
bees; irrigation; hotbeds; etc. There
are very few questions which the author does not .answer sensibly and
practically. There are about fifty
pages of appendices in which are
tabulated all sorts of interesting
facts on seeding, distances for fruit
plants, a vegetable maturity-table,
methods of controlling garden insects, vegetable yields, tiling, vegetable planting charts, etc. There is
also a very complete subject index.
The book is heartily recommended
to all who are interested in this sort
of endeavor.

Interesting Scholarship
SHAKESPEARE'S AUDIENCE. By
Alfred Harbage. Columbia U niversity Press, New York. 1941. 190
pages. $2.25.
HE

author of this analytical book,

Associate Professor of English
T
at the University of Pennsylvania,
seemingly has scrutinized all available details connected with so remote yet important a subject. You
cannot judge a volume by its external appearance (unlike the usual
glamor binding of, e.g., a modern

51

novel or drama, the plain cover of
this book is as conservative as the
customary blue suit of a seasoned
instructor). Herein is readable
scholarship, the kind of reconstruction of yesterday's people that will
please the general reader almost as
much as it will instruct the specialist student. Shakespeare's Audience
combines the fullness of mature investigation and the toughness of disciplined thought with the sparkle of
stimulating information and the
challenge of further research along
similar sociological lines.
What kind of people comprised
Shakespeare's democratic audience?
How numerous were they? What was
their aesthetic and intellectual capacity? What effect may they have
had upon the plays written for
them? These are easy questions not
easily answered; but the answers that
Professor Harbage gives, his way of
obtaining reliable information, and
his method of presenting the evidence, all combine to make a useful
contribution to knowledge and a delightful disquisition on the larger
implications of the genius of people.
This book begins with "a litter of
nutshells and other debris" remaining in the Globe Theatre after the
dispersal of the audience that had
witnessed the first performance of
Hamlet and ends with certain sage
observations on Broadway and Hollywood together with the part you
and I play in the audience of today.
full of charm, sophistication, and the
importance of realities, the seven
chapters contain specific material on
the following topics: the evidence;
how many people; what kind of
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people; behavior; quality as appraised by Elizabethans; quality as
appraised by moderns; and our
Shakespeares and our audiences.
I find the discussion of audience
composition and behavior the most
interesting. Therefore I quote the
following paragraph to indicate not
only the author's clear style, but particularly to show his open-minded
procedure:
We should distinguish among three
Elizabethan audiences, recognizing that
various occasions and various theatres
would obscure our distinction: there was
the genteel audience of the private theatres; there was the plebeian audience
of such theatres as the Red Bull and
perhaps the Fortune after the private
houses had filched the gentry away; ·and
then there was that audience both genteel and plebeian, or neither, of the
nineties and, because of its peculiar prestige, of the Globe in the early decades
of the seventeenth century. It was the
audience for which nearly all the great
Elizabethan plays were written. It was
Shakespeare's audience.
Such conclusions, sometimes stated as generalizations, are carefully
substantiated from contemporary
and later source materials which are
usually available in modern reprints.
Nearly every page has footnotes; and
one of the appendices lists titles of
126 works cited in this interpretation of evidence on the size, social
composition, behavior, and intellectual capacity of theatre-goers around
the year 1600. Professor Harbage
himself reminds us in the Preface:
I have been as objective as it is possible for me to be, realizing that in a
reconstruction from fragmentary mate-

rials the greatest hazard to the truth
lies in the bias of the workman.
Yes, things motley are easily judged
by their more lurid patches! Th~re
fore, despite the author's havmg
overridden his academic hobby of
statistics, I commend him for neither whitewashing nor blackening
his results, which are reached independently and without recourse to
psychological surprises, pictorial setpieces, or hammer-and-tongs theories.
HERBERT H. UMBACH

Tragic Story
NORWAY: NEUTRAL AND !NV ADED. By Halvdan Koht, Ph.
D., Litt. D. The Macmillan Company, New York. 1941. 253 pages.
$2.50.
invasi~n

is the story of the
T
and subjugation of Norway m
the spring of 1940 and of the slavHIS

ery in which the land of the ancient Vikings today finds itself. If
anything was needed to make sure
that we have today an exact pattern
of the plans of Naziism for the conquest of the European continent and
also of the entire Axis scheme of
world control, it was the publication
of this book by the former Foreign
Minister of Norway. By changing a
few words like Germans, Norway,
Oslo Harber, 1940, to Japanese, Hawaii, Pearl Harbor, you have here
the record of America's experience
in 1941. The parallel is startling. "In
no respect was Norway a military
nation. . . . As a consequence the
aggressor was able to hurl his forces
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upon an unprepared or less than
half-prepared country." There had
been a tense situation, with the German ministers of foreign policy
showing an increasing ugliness of
mood, when Hitler, "without any
warning or declaration of war, sent
his warships and troops to invade
and occupy a country that had
striven seriously to maintain her neutrality." Read this and ask yourselves
whether much more than a few
proper nouns need to be changed
to describe the attack on the Philippines: "Germany succeeded in capturing by a stroke, a true Blitzkrieg,
all the important places of Norway.
Seeking the reasons for this almost
incredible initial succcess, we easily
observe the essential part played by
the element of surprise. The invasion of Norway was not a surprise
in the sense that a German attack
upon Norway was a wholly unexpected and unconsidered affair. But
it was a surprise in so far as it was
let loose as an unprovoked aggression without the slightest warning.
Still more it was a tactical surprise
in the way in which it ·was performed. The military leaders of Norway had made up their experimental war plays upon many different
suppositions; but they had never
conceived the possibility of what
really happened-an attack hitting
the country at all places on the coast
at once. That was the real surprise:
the enemy suddenly appearing at all
the separate ports and forts of Norway."
Mr. Koht is a Doctor of Philosophy. He writes the terrible story of
the destruction of Norwegian liber-
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ties in a detached style, something
like a doctor's dissertation. Consider that he was in the midst of the
events under which his country collapsed, and this dispassionate story
gains immensely in effectiveness. Its
value is twofold. It is the story of
an eye-witness of a great historical
event. And it presents proof sufficient to convince all who are not
hopelessly blinded, for the proposition that Hitler and his circle are
using the methods of international
gangsters. Mr. Koht refrains from
any such characterizations. He simply
tells his story:
In 1939 Germany offered to conclude non-aggression treaties with
all the Northern nations. But the
Norwegian Government remembered
the non-aggression treaty concluded
by Poland with Germany. "They
wanted to maintain the independent position of their country outside all European alliances." Denmark, as a neighboring State to Germany, felt her position more difficult and accepted the non-aggression
treaty. "I did not notice any reference to this treaty when, less than
a year afterwards, on April 9, 1940,
Germany demanded the right to occupy Denmark with or without the
agreement of the Danish Government."
Meanwhile German blockade
plans went forward. Hitler had the
idea of crushing British resistance
by blocking all supplies to the people of the British Isles, and the occupation of the Norwegian ports
would clinch the blockade on that
side. "His invasion of Denmark was
in no way a defensive measure, but
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a genuine act of aggression, not only
in regard to the neutral country
which was innocently attacked, but
also in regard to his chief enemy,
Great Britain." So well was the invasion prepared that a special German-Norwegian textbook of soldiers' conversation was printed.
"The invasion forces brought with
them to Trondheim ready-printed
proclamations to the inhabitants explaining the occupation. All the soldiers were in possession of printed
instructions on how to behave with
and talk to Norwegians. In brief,
the whole action was carefully
planned and prepared with the usual German thoroughness." The pattern is again exactly that of the minute preparations for the attack on
Hawaii while the diplomats were
still talking treaties.
How about Quisling and other
traitors? Mr. Koht suggests that traitors were active inside the Norwegian population itself, but he adds,
"It had very little influence on the
progress of invasion." When the people did not at once lay down their
arms, cities, towns, villages, isolated
houses and boats-were bombed by
German planes although they were
absolutely undefended and unfortified, unarmed and defenceless. At
the urgent request of leading Norwegians, the King was prevailed
upon to flee to England.
space to go into deT tails ofisthenorule
established by the
HERE

invaders. The relevant documents
are printed both in German and
English in the appendices. There
is a striking characterization of the

Nazi weakness discernible in the
dealings with the people in all conquered countries when Koht writes:
"They might call themselves friends
if they chose. But in any case they
were friends who wanted to be the
masters of the country, and the
Germans never have been able to
conceive that other people would
not like to receive them as masters.
Quite naively they thought that they
knew better than the other people
themselves what was best for them;
the idea of self-government as desirable for its own sake was absolutely
foreign to them." Soon the Gestapo
was busy everywhere, listening to
what people were talking about and
arresting suspects. Next is noted the
overbearing attitude of the Germans,
sure of their power and their victory.
Next the assessment upon the Norwegian nation of the entire costs of
the army of occupation. Then followed rationing of sugar, tobacco, and
coffee. "The German administration was brazen enough to refuse an
offer from the Swedish Red Cross of
some 5000 tons of sugar as a present
to the Norwegian population."
Then slavery, in every particular except the actual selling of human beings in the market place. Industrial
enterprises were at an increasing
scale transferred to German capital
and direction; in particular, mining
industries. Thus the Norwegian was
compelled to work primarily for
Germany. The teachers in the grammar schools were asked to give a declaration that they were willing to
conduct instruction according to
Nazi princi pies. The members of the
Supreme Court, being denied the
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possibility of carrying out their duties, all resigned. Authority was
granted to the police to compel clergymen to disclose secrets confided to
them in the course of their duties.
At the dose of 1941 the Nazi dicta·
torship is in full flower. "Recalcitrant officials are removed, newspapers are suppressed, schools are
closed, prisons are over-filled, concentration camps are established,
death penalties are inflicted." This
review may fitly close with a sentence from the proclamation of King
Haakon when he announced the removal of the Government to England. He said: "The King and the
Government do not give up the
fight for regaining the independence
of Norway. On the contrary, they intend to keep it up from outside the
frontiers. They firmly hope that the
German aggressors will soon be
forced to abandon their prey and
that the Norwegian nation alike
with other nations who now are suffering under German subjugation,
will win again their rights and their
freedom."

War and Dirt
DRAGON SEED. By Pearl Buck.
John Day Co., New York. 1942.
377 pages. $2.50.

those who will take up their
L
pointless pens over whether or
no this is Pearl Buck's "finest" or
ET

"greatest" novel. For, whatever it
is, Dragon Seed (the Book-of-theMonth Club selection for January)
is moving and timely, as close to the
core of Armageddon as any that
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have come out of the welter of
World War II-inspired letters.
Buck fanciers diffidently proclaim
her work bears epic proportions.
Decriers think otherwise.
Born of the soil, like its literary
predecessors, this one has the sim·
plicity of form and possibly the
sweep of the Good Earth. In the
Buck vein, as before, Dragon Seed
breathes ancient wisdom and is laid
upon the same patriarchal foundations. It begins in the peasant family motif, and one at first suspects
that the story of the war, when it is
drawn in, will be only incidental to
another earthy, soil-spun Chinese environment saga.
There is the father, Ling Tan,
and the mother, Ling Sao. There
are the three sons, Lao Ta, Lao Er,
Lao San, and the daughters, and
daughters' husbands, and the sons'
wives and the children. There is the
family laboring in the rice fields.
There is a lot more domestic trivia
and descriptive matter, which gives
one cause to ponder over what an
incredible and tight thing the Chinese family circle is.
Then comes the first shadow of
the rising sun. A peddler from the
North comes to sell Ling Sao grass
cloth.
"I have put the price at a gift,"
he argued at last, "because there is
to be war this summer in the
North."
The cloth fell from her hand.
"What war now?" she asked.
"No war of ours," the man replied. "It is the little dwarfs from the
East Ocean, who always like to
fight."
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"Will they come here?" she asked.
"Who knows?" he replied.
And the East Ocean men did
come. When the first ft. ying machine
has bombed a farmer's land, his
neighbors envy him because he has
a well without digging. Ling Tan
and his clan realize it is grim war,
but only after Nanking is in flames
and their third cousin's son comes
home bleeding. The true meaning
of Japanese occupation becomes
clearer with each new shooting, each
new atrocity. Thousands flee Westward, scorching the earth behind
them. Resistance is the only honorable course. Ling Tan and his family decide to stay on the land.
Lao Er and Jade, his wife, the
pair about whom most of the story
eventually centers, · join the trek to
the West. Ling Tan's house is plundered, his daughter-in-law cruelly
ravished, and his family, once close
to its own plot of soil, spreads out.
Two sons join guerrillas in the
mountains. Each taste of invader
bestiality makes the will to remain
unconquered stronger.
constant warfare,
D and a famine,
thousand and one other
ESPITE

tribulations, the family manages to
go on living. There is a pathetic
sort of reunion later in the book.
Lao and his wife have returned under a paternal exhortation. Lao Ta
has found another wife. Ling San,

the beautiful one who changed into
a ruthless enemy-killer, despite the
vague misgivings of his father, also
finds a mate, although in a fashion
which plays hob with the continuity
of the book.
There is a mild let-down after the
first hundred pages or so, but the
pace picks up again at the end.
Among other things which do not
seem to further the whole of the
tale are the inclusion of much-heralded but smooth-worn Buckisms:
her obsession with the importance
of conception and birth (witness
paragraph upon paragraph of primitive obstetrics in Dragon Seed),
consciously frequent insertion of
flavor material, enumerations of genealogy ad infinitum, attempts at
irony that do not always come off,
a completely simple style of stringing words together that sometimes
backfires when four-syllable words
look uncomfortable because of their
context.
What it amounts to is further evidence of Pearl Buck's ability to
translate Chinese peasantry into
best-selling English, given a new dimension and fresh significance because it tells the story of a people
at war at a time when nothing is
more important than to know what
war can be and is. The mature reader must be prepared to face the
sordid facts of modern war.
RAy SCHERER.
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A SURVEY OF BOOKS
kind of form in most of his books, but
in searching for it one may fail to see
the special kinds of form which his
writing does have.

THE HILLS BEYOND
By Thomas Wolfe. With a note
on the author by Edward C. Aswell. Harper & Brothers, New
York and London. 1941. 386
pages. $2.50.

The book entitled The Hills Beyond contains carefully made and
painstakingly edited selections from
works left by Mr. Wolfe in manuscript at the time of his death.

who are acquainted with
the United
States know that the late Thomas
Wolfe must be reck~ned with as a
novelist of deep-grained individuality and extraordinary ability. Look
Homeward, Angel, Of Time and the
River, The Web and the Rock, and
You Can't Go Home Again gave ample and persuasive evidence of a
gift for story-telling such as one
rarely encounters in the cluttered
field of books and authors. There is
strength in Mr. Wolfe's writing; but
now and then there is an admixture
of crudeness. It is the writing of an
artist who, so it seems, was determined to wear no man's collar. Edward C. Aswell says of him:
HOSE

T the literary scene in

HOTEL SPLENDIDE
By Ludwig Bemelmans. The Viking Press, New York. 1941. 192
pages. Illustrated. $2.50.
HEN

we turn down thumbs on

this book, we do it most regretW
fully. Almost all of it is so beautifully done that we felt more grieved
than indignant to come upon a
horribly blasphemous expression at
two points. That this expression
serves to characterize the person
into whose mouth it is laid-that
there may even have been such a
person as a matter of historical fact
-does not make the expres~ion any
the less obnoxious to a Christian.
And if it be asked whether it is fair
to let one fault weigh so heavily
against much that is good, we point

If one tries to judge his work by the
conventional standards of a novel, as
we have always known it, defined however it may be, one is licked at the
start. Not only will one not find that
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to the fact that we would reject an
otherwise delectable apple that had
only a single nasty worm in it if we
could not take the worm out.

THE DAYS GROW COLD
By Barbara Tunnell Anderson.
The Macmillan Company, New
York. 1941. 277 pages. $2.50.
N

this, her first novel, Mrs. Ander-

delineates the pattern of life
Iin son
a small Southern town. Through

the eyes of eleven-year-old Lucinda
Darby we see the mysterious and
often disturbing happenings in the
adult world about her. Two of the
characters, kindly black Mittie and
the strange Negro boy, Cajy, are
drawn from life. They are vivid and
alive. The child Lucinda, too, reveals the author's fine gift for characterizations.

STORM
By George R. Stewart. Random
House, New York. 1941. 349 pages.
$2.50.
HEN

we say that George R.

Stewah's account of the birth
W
and the career of a storm, named
Maria by an able and enthusiastic
meteorologist in California, is strikingly unusual, we put our finger on
the outstanding merit of this book.
Much painstaking research has gone
into the spinning of the fascinating
yarn; and, incidentally, many a pailful of evolutionistic theorizing has
been poured into the tale. If you
are interested in meteorology, you
will pick up large chunks of valuable information as you wend your

way through the book to learn how
a storm comes into being somewhere
over the vast Pacific Ocean and to
observe with bated breath how the
terrific upheaval affects the lives of
millions of men, women, and children. The author is careful to quote
the following significant sentence
from Sir Napier Shaw's Manual of
Meteorology:
Every theory of the course of events
in nature is necessarily based on some
process of simplification of the phenomena and is to some extent, therefore, a fairy tale.

PRIZE STORIES OF 1941
0. Henry Memorial Award. Edited by Herschel Brickell. Doubleday Doran and Co. Inc., Garden
City, N. Y. 330 pages. $2.50.
HIS

is the twenty-third annual

volume of this series and is someT
what larger in content and form
than its predecessors and also introduces a new award, a prize for the
best first published story of the year.
The latter prize was awarded to
Andy Logan of Candler, North Carolina, for his story, "The Visit,"
which appeared in Red Book.
Among the other prize winners one
again finds such distinguished authors as Sherwood Anderson, Roark
Bradford, Ernest Hemingway, Pearl
Buck, William Saroyan, Kay Boyle,
William Faulkner, John Steinbeck
and others. As usual, the authors of
the most popular stories from magazines with the largest circulation
are conspicuously absent. The exceptions to this rule are Paul Gallico,
whose story "The Snow Goose"
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from the Saturday Evening Post 1 is
contained in the volume, and James
Still, whose story, "The Proud
Walkers," also first appeared in that
magazine.

NOW, VOYAGER
By Olive Higgins Prouty. Houghton Mifflin Company, Boston.
1941. 340 pages. $2.50.
HE

author of Stella Dallas has

once again turned her attention
T
to the Vales of Boston. The ugly

duckling of the family, meek, frustrated Charlotte Vale, sheds her
drab plumage and emerges in swanlike splendor. Her transfiguration
involves a nervous breakdown, the
sloughing-off of excess poundage,
the acquisition of a becoming coiffure, the proper cosmetics, a stunning wardrobe, and a Mediterranean cruise. It seems superfluous to
add that the attention and the admiration of masculine fellow-passengers completed both cure and metamorphosis.
Long ago Miss Prouty evolved for
herself a set formula for story-telling. Now ) Voyager does not leave
the well-beaten path.

THE CHILDREN'S

ANTHOLOGY
Selected and with an introduction
by William Lyon Phelps. Doubleday Doran and Co., Inc., Garden
City, N. Y. 1941. 388 pages. $3.00.
HIS

is an outstanding collection

T of verse and prose by one of the

greatest students of literature of our
age. The poetry selections cover a

wide range from Chaucer, Blake, and
Shakespeare to Longfellow and Eugene Field. The prose selections are
from such children 's classics as Little
Women 1 Alice in Wond erland) David Copperfield ) Penrod) Tom Sawyer) and others. There are also passages from the Bible, Plutarch, John
Donne's Epitaph on M istress Dorothy Drury) Hawthorne, etc. We know
of no better way to cultivate a taste
for good literature in children than
to have a volume such as this within
easy reach in the home.

GROWING UP WITH
AMERICA
An Anthology by May Lamberton
Becker. Fred'k A. Stokes Co., New
York and Toronto. 1941. 339
pages. $2.50.
HIS

anthology has been expressly

prepared for the young people of
T
America for the purpose of keeping
alive a consciousness of the life of
our people since Colonial days; and
a delightful collection of stories it
is, one which older people will richly enjoy as well. The following are
the sectional headings which help to
give a more definite picture of the
contents: I. Colonial Child Life; II.
Youth in the Revolution; Ill. Young
Pioneers; IV. Children in the Lincoln Years; V. Youth Westward
in the Seventies and Eighties; VI.
Growing into the Twentieth Century; VII. Youth Today. Among the
authors we find Dorothy Canfield
Fischer, Louisa M. Alcott, Caroline
Dale Snedecker, Mark Twain, Elsie
Singmaster, Susan Coolidge, Eugene
Field, Lois Lenski, Ruth Suckow,
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and others. The compiler is to be
congratulated on her fine taste in
selecting stories of real literary
value. Caroline Emerson's "The
First Telephone" and Lois Lenski's
"The First Auto" are alone worth
the price of the book..

SEASON'S GREETINGS
By Herbert Clyde Lewis. The Dial
Press, New York. 1941. 408 pages.
$2.50.
time is the day before Christthe place is Mrs. Flora
Fanjoy's rooming-house in New York
City. The chief characters in Mr.
Lewis' blunt and biting study of life
in the nation's greatest city are Mrs.
Fanjoy's paying guests. They are a
motley lot: Mr. Kittredge, who has
chosen Christmas Eve as a suitable
time to make his exit from this
world; Betty Carson, who has selected the same night to obtain relief
from the unwelcome aftermath of
an illicit love affair; Hans Metzger,
an unhappy young refugee who seeks
oblivion in drunkenness; old Mrs.
Cadgersmith, alone and neglected,
and prepared in mind and body for
death; and Mrs. Fanjoy herself, cold,
hard, and self-seeking. In addition,
there are numerous minor characters: Joe Henderson, Betty's distraught and remorseful lover; Mary
Traber, a ghost-ridden murderess;
the night watchman, whose greatest
diversion was an exciting rat hunt;
the hungry, down-at-the-heels mulatto faker; and the lonely desert rat,
who struck it rich and came to New
York to indulge in a super-binge.
Over all there is a driving blizzard
HE

T mas,

and the frantic hustle and bustle of
last-minute Christmas shopping.
There isn't much happiness in
Mr. Lewis' book, and there is very
little beauty. The weaknesses and
the shortcomings of mortal man are
on relentless exhibition, stark., pathetic, and ugly. Only in the concluding chapters does the author
permit us to feel that the milk. of
human kindness has not entirely
vanished from the earth. Mr. Lewis
surely had his tongue in his cheek
when he selected the title, the cover,
and the jacket design for Season's
Greetings.

WEST CHINA AND THE
BURMA ROAD
By H. Daniel Friberg. Augsburg
Publishing House, Minneapolis,
Minn. 1941. 174 pages. Fifty
cents.
HIS

well-printed and well-illus-

trated book by one of our AmerT
ican Lutheran missionaries in China
makes profitable reading from various angles. The author gives us an
insight into the status of the Christian Church in China, shows us
something of the life of a missionary
and the attitude of the people, and
gives us a vivid picture of travel on
the Burma Road of which we have
heard so much since it became the
lifeline of Free China. In addition,
we obtain a good picture of the provinces that make up the land ruled
by the Christian leader, Chiangkai-shek. There are sufficient maps
to illustrate the text, and the picture section of twenty-two pages is
most interesting. The author has

I
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given the reader a great help by
adding the pronunciation of Chinese
names. • This book is recommended
for study by mission classes, but
should be read by all, old and young,
who want first-hand, authentic information on modern China and the
Church's opportunity to do mission
work there.
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Miss Reiner has a story to tell,
and she tells it well. The background
for The Coward Heart is drawn
from her own observations while she
lived in Paris as a refugee from Nazi
Germany. Because she still has relatives living in the Reich her true
identity cannot be disclosed. At the
present time she is living in England.

THE COWARD HEART
By Anna Reiner. Translated from
the German by Trevor and Phyllis
Blewitt. Alfred A. Knopf, New
York. 1941. 438 pages. $2.50.
before the war was a hotbed

STRANGERS ARE COMING
By I. A. R. Wylie. Random House,
New York. 1941. 312 pages. $2.50.

we have the story of Johnof conspiracy and intrigue. For H ny-David Fenwick, a rich man's
P
years the city had been a haven for son who falls in love with his eccenARIS

political refugees from communist
Russia, fascist Italy, and Nazi Germany. Unfortunately for France, the
refugee colonies also harbored agents,
organizers, and saboteurs who employed the freedom which is the hallmark of democracy to undermine its
foundations and to weaken its defenses. Communists and Fascists
worked feverishly to destroy one another while they belabored the ills
of capitalism. Honest idealists and
careless, unthinking citizens were
drawn into their ranks on the theory
that, after all, perhaps even communism and fascism might have their
good points. Sidewalk cafes hummed
and buzzed with talk and more talk,
and politicians shouted accusations
and maledictions at one another.
Then, in June, 1940, France fell.

ERE

tric aunt's cook and is sent to Europe to cool off. He is in Warsaw
when Hitler's Blitzkrieg strikes that
hapless country, and there the hero
picks up the assorted Stakanowski
troupe, made up of Papa Stakanowski, a magician; his wife Maria; Baby
Jan, whose mother had been blitzed;
a beautiful Princess; Stanislas; and
Katinka, the trained white rnouse.
Johnny-David manages to bring this
group to America, much to the
astonishment of his family, his
friends, and the citizens of his home
town, a typical American college
town. The complications that ensue,
the romances that develop, and the
contribution which the immigrants
have to offer to their adopted country make up a timely and stirring
story by this very able author.
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Each month THE CRESSET presents a check list
of important articles in leading magazines which
will be of interest to our readers

----------------------------~·~--------------------------RUSSIA: AN AMERICAN
PROBLEM

The Atlantic Monthly
WEAPONS FROM WASTE

By Marquis W. Childs

By William Henry Chamberlain

That Americans have prodigally used the riches of this continent is a truism. American wastefulness, in all classes, is one of
the tragic facts of our time. Pearl
Harbor's disaster may have turned
the citizen from prodigality to a
prudent saving. Mr. Childs shows
how Germany is thoroughly organized so that not one scrap of
food, metal, or other material is
wasted. A systematic endeavor is
made to collect all unused and
unwanted items. Today it is necessary that we observe the same
economies. The harvest of scrap
which the average household will
yield will surprise everyone. It is
necessary that stringent economy
and conservation be practiced by
everyone. Possibly, there are some
blessings in war.

The American stake in the
Soviet military success seems to
be large. We have extended the
Russians a billion dollar leaselend credit. Now it is in our national interest that the Communists win. Mr. Chamberlain wonders whether this co-operation in
war can be carried into peace. If
Russia turns into a nationalist
state, then we might establish a
modus vivendi with Moscow. If,
on the other hand, the Kremlin
will continue to insist on meddling in other countries, it is
doubtful whether our good relations will continue. "In the difficult and ticklish business of dealing with a profoundly secretive
dictatorship, American policy
should be guided by one consideration alone: a hardheaded con62
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sideration of American national
interest." Remember that Stalin's
original plan when he made his
pact with Hitler was to sit back
and watch the bourgeois world
destroy itself. The article is a
thorough account of our relations with Russia.

Harper's
THE TRUTH ABOUT
AIR POWER
By Keith Ayling
"Air power can and will win
this world war." This article seeks
to prove this thesis. The German
attack upon England failed because of a lack of sufficient air
power. Air superiority depends
upon number. The finest bomber
is useful when you have a thousand. It is efficient when you have
ten thousand. When you have
twenty thousand, you have "the
super-machine the designer intended." Accordingly, the most
efficient production line will win
the war. "America must have a
five-continent air force as well as
a two-ocean navy."
SPREADING OUT OUR
WAR PRODUCTION
By Irwin Rose
To meet the demands which
have been set for our war effort,
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the full industrial resources of the
nation must be summoned and
put to work. Not only the resources of the big firms must be
fully utilized but also those of the
small shops. This implies a carefully executed plan of subcontracting. What was accomplished
in Philadelphia illustrates what
can and must be done. The
author tells the story and also
sketches the problems which are
involved in making such subcontracting wholly effective throughout the country.
YOUR GERMAN-AMERICAN
NEIGHBOR
By Wolfgang zu Putlitz
This discussion of the several
categories of German-Americans
and the workings of the fifth column is designed to induce us to
maintain a sane attitude and to
avoid the wrongs of twenty-five
years ago. It should also help the
German-American in his understanding of the German government today and of the issues involved in this war. "Twenty-five
years agq unfair discrimination
could do no worse than create
misery for its victims; in our day
it would bring formidable good
to th(t enemy."

I

Motion Picture
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evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces.

is at war. The
O mythcountry
of isolationism has

tion that "the mad, gaudy days
of Hollywood have passed their
peak" and that "Hollywood's
lush and profligate period, which
was perhaps the last dramatic
manifestation of a lush and profligate world, is also at an end."
One chapter of Dr. Rosten's
thought-provoking book is devoted to a discussion of the profound influence which Hollywood
and its magic product exert on
the manners, the morals, and the
morale of the nation. The author
tells us:

UR

been cruelly shattered; and, for
some time at least, our easy-going
way of life, with its casual acceptance of comfort and convenience,
must give way to a defense program which is geared for maximum effort and maximum results.
The shape of things about us
will change sharply and quickly.
Much will be demanded of the
citizens of this nation; and, out
of our abundance, much will be
given. How will "the sleeping
giant of the arts," the fantastic
world of make-believe which has
become America's most popular
form of entertainment, face the
hard reality of our altered status?
More than ever before men and
women will seek escape and diversion in the motion picture
theaters. How will they fare?
In his recently published book,
H'ollywood (Harcourt, Brace and
Company, New York. 1941) , Leo
C. Rosten expresses the convic-

The influence of Hollywood is immense and pervasive. It is an influence which transcends differences in
language or custom, age or creed.
It is an influence which ranges from
slang and song to the export of typewriters or the pattern of women's
coiffures. It is an influence which,
to repeat a Frenchman's comment,
threatened a colonization of the world
by an American culture whose films
are its most potent and energetic carrier. The long arm of Hollywood
reaches into every province of the
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manners and the mores of our time;
it does not, however, except obliquely and occasionally, touch the ideologies of our day.

Has this tremendous influence
been a force for good or for evil?
There are many who believe that
it has been largely for evil, and
there is no denying that there
have been too many bad pictures.
Dr. Rosten does not place the
blame for this condition entirely
on producers and directors. On
the basis of extensive research he
is inclined to believe that Hollywood
does not create its own values, or
that Hollywood invents stereotypes
with singlehanded omnipotence, or
that Hollywood causes the public acceptance of banal homilies,

but that
the very success of Hollywood lies
in the skill with which it reflects the
assumptions, the fallacies, and the
aspirations of an entire culture.

He concludes his discussion with
these words:
It seems self-evident that Hollywood represents a challenge to the
sovereignty of church, school, and
family in the realm of values .. The
philosopher, the politician, the publicist, or the student may well agree
with Mortimer J. Adler when he observes that the movies are "more
than any other art, the social and
political problem of our day."

If, as Dr. Rosten believes, audiences everywhere have the power
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not only to demand good pictures
but to enforce that demand, the
responsibility rests with us, doesn't
it? Just as soon as we boycott pictures which are cheap, vulgar,
and destructive, and wholeheartedly support productions which
are wholesome and constructive,
we'll get results. The box office
speaks a potent language.
Three of the films reviewed for
this issue of THE CRESSET meet
the most critical demands of the
most exacting movie-goer. The
picture, One Foot in Heaven
(Warner Bros. Directed by Irving
Rapper) , merits unstinted approbation. Mr. Rapper has successfully captured the warmth, the
tenderness, and the simple dignity which distinguished Hartzell
Spence's beautiful tribute to his
father. The presentation of religion on stage or screen presents
well-nigh insuperable difficulties;
for nowhere is the fatal step between the sublime and the ridiculous shorter or more easily taken.
In One Foot in Heaven director
and actors walk with sure-footed
confidence. Frederic March adds
new luster to a long and brilliant
career. He brings to the screen a
clergyman who is humble but
not era ven, dignified but not
pompous, devout but not unctuous-a clergyman whose faith
shines with a clear, unwavering
flame. Martha Scott's characteri-
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zation of the pastor's helpmate is
equally good.
The second of three fine family pictures is How Green Was
My Valley (20th Century Fox.
Directed by John Ford). A season or two ago thousands of readers everywhere were moved by
Richard Llewellyn's poignantly
beautiful recollections of life in a
Welsh mining community. Now,
in the hands of an unusually able
cast, the Morgan family actually
comes to life. The off-screen voice
of aging Huw Morgan (Rhys
Williams) transports us back to
the days of his boyhood. His valley was green then, and life was
good for the boy Huw (Roddy
McDowall), for his father (Donald Crisp), for his mother (Sara
Allgood), for the stalwart broth·
ers, for his lovely sister (Maureen
O'Hara), and for the villagers
who gained their livelihood in
the collieries. They were a hardworking, church-going, singing
people; and, until labor disputes
and the gradual decline of coaldeposits brought unemployment,
poverty, and despair, they made
the hills and the valleys resound
with the haunting melodies of
Wales.
Last on my list of family pictures is The Little Foxes (RKO
Radio) , starring Bette Davis and
directed by William W yler. An
adaptation of Lillian Hellman's

Broadway success of the same
name, the film version has lost
none of its strength or social sig·
nificance: it remains a powerful
indictment of greed, ruthlessness,
and the unbridled lust for power.
The little foxes of this earth, how
horrible they are-and how pa·
theticl Family life in the Giddens
and the Hubbard households was
a shameful travesty. Love, kind·
Jiness, forbearance, and service,
the indestructible values of life,
were crowded out by a creed of
selfishness, cruelty, and utter disregard of the well-being of others.
The cast for The Little Foxes
is a distinguished one. It includes,
in addition to Miss Davis, Herbert Marshall, Teresa Wright,
who is a promising young new·
comer, Patricia Collinge, and
Richard Carlson. Miss Collinge
created the role of Birdie Hubbard in the original stage production. The character of the young
newspaperman, played by Mr.
Carlson, is a Hollywood addition
to Miss Hellman's play.
Let's look at five other pictures.
The best of these is Manhunt, an
adaptation of Geoffrey Household's spine-tingling yarn, Rogue
Male. It is a Paramount film.
Walter Pidg-eon, George Sanders,
and Joan Bennett are the featured players, and the direction
is by Fritz Lang.
Paramount's Louisiana Pur-
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chase is a pretentious comedyextravaganza, directed by Irving
Cummings. Its cast includes such
notables as Bob Hope, Victor
Moore, Vera Zorina, and Irene
Bordoni. Produced on a lavish
scale, the action is fast and furious. The plot, alas, is neither
new nor ingenious; now and
again the dialogue smells more
than a little, and some of the
scenes certain! y did not originate
in the office of the League of
Decency.
The Maltese Falcon (Warner
Bros. Directed by John Huston)
is a better-than-average mystery
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film in which Humphrey Bogart
turns in an excellent performance.
Look Who's Laughing is a good
family picture. It exhibits the
laugh-getting capabilities of Fibber McGee and Molly, Edgar
Bergen and Charlie McCarthy,
and other well-known radio performers.
Keep 'Em Flying is just another
Abbott and Costello fun-fest,
complicated by a double dose of
Martha Raye (thanks, or, if you
will, no thanks, to trick photography). This is a Universal release, directed by Arthur Lubin.
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lain at Ft. Bragg is obliged to spend
his time in being driven out of
Protestant parsonages and being
welcomed at the residences of the
Roman clergy.
To offset this picture of a chaplain's activity permit me to erect a
strategic defense for the hospitable
spirit shown by our own Lutheran
people.
Ever since I came on active duty
(May 12, 1941), I have marveled
and expressed my admiration for
the hospitality extended by the Lutheran congregations around Chanute Field toward men of all denominations. For example, last summer hardly a Sunday passed but
what I personally conducted a convoy of 40 or 50 men in Army trucks
to special chicken dinners and outings planned and prepared by Ladies' Aids, Men's Clubs and ',Yalther
League societies of the Lutheran
congregations in Champaign county.
Occasionally I would mention to
the pastors of those churches that
not all the men were Lutherans.
"We're glad to have them share
with us," was the usual reply.
As recently as the morning of December 29 I requested an official car
to take me to the Lutheran parsonage in Osman, Illinois, because I
was not able to get the full quota of
35 Lutheran men requested for the
evening's entertainment arranged by
the members of that church. I told
the pastor that I could get men of
other churches quite easily. Said he,
"Bring them along, as many as you
want, to help us enjoy the evening."
The majority of the men who went
along on that occasion were not Lu-

LETTERS
to the

EDITOR
A Chaplain Replies
Sir:
The last issue of your delightful
magazine contained a rather strange
letter from the Chaplain of the 16th
Infantry, First Division, Ft. Bragg,
N. C. This document might have
been less disturbing to the average
civilian reader if the author had
prefaced it with an explanatory note
that one habit peculiar to the military is that of "riding a point." It's
part of the science of strategy to
concentrate everything on one small
issue.
It will be noted that the Chaplain from Ft. Bragg has become a
good soldier in this respect. He has
marshalled all the experiences of
one kind into one straight line to
breach what appears to him as an
intolerable situation. Other contacts
-of which there were many, if the
Chaplain occupies a normal postare omitted and the element of time
has been abbreviated in the interest
of effecting a strategic argument.
Consequently the impression left on
the average reader is that the Chap-
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therans; and still that pastor and his
congregation went "all out" to give
these men a Christian good time.
And just as I am finishing this
letter there comes a post card from
a neighboring pastor which reads
as follows, "Some members of my
Ladies' Aid want to send a box of
home-made cookies to the Chanute
boys and thought it might make a
better impression all around if they
designated it for the service men of
the field in general; ... and I thought
maybe your Lutheran bunch might
in some way share with others, but
we'll await your advice."
To date nothing of that kind has
been done by the Catholic churches
near the Field. The men of other
churches have not seen or experienced any hospitality from them, although a goodly number of Catholics have been along to enjoy the
hospitality of our Lutheran people.
It is my hope that these facts from
the life of another Chaplain will
help to counterbalance the statements of the Chaplain from Ft.
Bragg. My personal experience has
been that the hospitality shown by
our people has been unstinting; and
I'm sure that none of the men of
other churches who were along got
the impression-which one so often
gets in seeing the hospitality of the
Roman church-that they were being exposed to the same treatment
as the victim in the familiar jingle
concerning the spider and the fly.
Sincerely yours,
MARTIN H. SCHARLEMANN,
1st Lt., Ch.-Res.
Chanute Field, Illinois
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The Cresset Index
Sir:
When I ordered the index to Volumes I, II, and III of THE CRESSET
I expected to receive a well workedout index. That was what came to
my desk, and a thoroughly work·
man~like job it is.
But I so misjudged you as to expect a stack of mimeograph papers,
whose loose leaves would be forever
going astray.
So my delight was unbounded
when there came from the wrap·
pings a beautiful work of art, a
well-printed, excellently bound notebook with the index printed in it.
Congratulations on producing the
finest magazine index that I've ever
had put in my hands.
HENRY ScHERER.
Speedway, Indiana

Disagreement
Sir:
The February issue of THE CRESSET is before me. I have read the
discussion on the Public School
Christmas Service several times.
We are agreed that none should
be forced to attend such a service,
since that would be a violation of
the Bill of Rights. The fact remains
that refusal to participate in such a
celebration subjects the pupil, and
perhaps his parents, to a certain
amount of abuse, a certain amount
of social ostracism.
Moreover, it is altogether unfair.
Here the school or high school choir
is devoting all its time to the rehearsing of Christian hymns, which
hail Jesus as the Son of God and
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the Savior from sin. What is the result? Every child of non-Christian
persuasion-and that includes children of Jews, Unitarians, Christian
Scientists, not to mention agnostics
-must either join in rendering homage to Christ or they must refuse to
belong to the choir and forego the
benefiL and advantage of singing in
a public school choir. Meanwhile,
their parents are taxed to supply
the funds which make that choir a
possibility. Is that fair? Suppose the
majority in a community were Jews
and suppose that a Yom Kippur
service were arranged and the choir
were asked to sing the Kol Nidrei?
Suppose our children were subjected
to the same disabilities to which we
subject the children of non-Christians by introducing a Christian
service into the public school, how
would we feel about that? Or let us
suppose that the majority in a community were Catholics, and that it
were proposed to introduce a Corpus Christi celebration? Suppose our
children were asked to join in singing the Ave Maria? How we would
protest! To be sure, our children
would not be forced to participate,
although you may be certain that
some pressure would be brought to
bear upon them, and they would be
made to feel that they were very
narrow if they refused to participate. And they would be forced to
forego the advantages of belonging
to the school choir. In short, they
would be subjected to the same disabilities to which we subject Jews
and others when we introduce a
Christian service into the Public
School. Mark well, I am not saying

that it is unconstitutional, since
none is forced to participate. The
question is whether we can approve
a course, which is approved by the
majority in a community, but which
subjects the minority to certain disabilities.
All citizens are taxed to erect
the school building and to maintain the school. The courses offered by the school should be open
to all children in the community
and that goes for dramatic presentations and choral work. Nothing
should be undertaken to violate the
religious convictions or sensibilities
of anyone, or to compel anyone to
forego the pleasure and the advantages of participating in dramatic or
choral work offered by the school.
That is in line, not only with true
Americanism and true tolerance, but
also in line with the Golden Rule.
Granted that we Christians are in
the majority, we should not do to
others what we would not want
them to -do to us. Some day the
present day practice of introducing
a Christian service into the Public
School will backfire into our face.
"Majority rules," says the Astrolabe.
Some day we may see the majority
arrange a communistic celebration
in our schools, and then we shall
find that we have given away our
right to protest. It is not only American and morally right, but to our
own advantage to follow the rule,
"Do unto others, as you would have
others do unto you."
There is another matter. In practically every community you have
Christians and non-Christians. In
conducting a Christmas service or
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any other kind of service in connection with the public schools, you are
asking Christians to join with unbelievers in prayer, which in many
cases will be Christless. We have always taken a stand against syncretistic and unionistic prayers. Our
condemnation of the lodge is based,
to a certain extent, upon the contention that a Christian cannot participate in such worship.
Since many of our people read
THE CRESSET it seems only fair that
the opposite view should also be presen ted to the readers.
0. F. ENGELBRECHT
Milwaukee, Wisconsin

More Disagreement
Sir:
I refer you to the "Astrolabe" in
the issue of February 1942, with its
discussion on Christmas Services in
the Public School and related matters.
Everything that is good in any
law of any land is, of course, directly
attributable to the influence of the
'1\Tord of God or the remnant of a
God-given conscience. American Law
certainly shows many traces of Christian influence. But to draw the conclusion that "we are a Christian people," to assume that because our law
embodies Christian principles, our
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nation has to that extent become
"imbued with the sentiments and
principles of Christianity," constitutes as neat a non sequitur as it has
been my misfortune to, encounter.
No amount of rationalizing can
eliminate the hard fact that some
60 per cent of our people, to use
the most charitable figure available,
demonstrate by their fruits that they
do not believe in Christ as their
Savior from sin. They are not Christians.
For the state to sponsor, promote
and conduct religious exercises of
any kind is to violate both the principle laid down in Matthew 22:21
and the spirit of the American Constitution. The mere fact that such
violations have become commonplace
shall not induce us to hedge. Even
the Christmas services in the schools
are religious exercises, and they involve religious indoctrination.
The Concordia Cyclopedia tells
us: "It (the State) has absolutely
no right to teach any form of religion, this being a right and duty
of parents and churches. . . . Every
loyal American citizen . . . must set
himself squarely against every attempt at introducing religious instruction into the curriculum of the
Public School" (p. 629) .
E. ScHALLER
Alma City, Minnesota

leading article this month
presents an important subject in a striking way. One of the
marks of our dying age has been
its loose use of abstract terms. Mr.
Rauber pleads for the right kind
o{ intolerance and dependence.
We feel that he
says some very
important and
necessary things.
A greater and
more insistent devotion to truth as
such is one of the
desperate needs
of the modern
world.

0

Apparently many of our readers are seeking relief from the
depressing voice of the radio and
the headlines by turning to creative writing. Unsolicited contributions are definitely on the increase·. We are deeply grateful for
the opportunity
to examine such
work. A number
of them will appear in our pages
during the coming months.
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The
Editor's
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Verse this month
is contributed b)'
Mr. Jaroslav Vajda, one of the
~
most gifted of our
PROBLEMS
younger
poets.
The "As troHe
is
a
student
at
CONTRIBUTORS
labe" still wanConcordia
Semiders in strange
FINAL NOTES
nary, St. Louis,
and forgot ten
Mo.
fields. This month
.,....._
the learned ediOur guest retors present the
viewers this month
mysterious Nostradamus, the sixteenth century are H . H . Umbach, Assistant Proprophet who has aroused so much fessor of English at Valparaiso
attention during the past ten University (Shakespeare's Audiyears. They sprinkle his quat- en ce), Patterson McLean Friedrains with a salutary dose of rich (Mrs. Appleyard's Year), and
skepticism.
Ray Scherer (Dragon Seed).
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'"'
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A JuRIST
appraises

THE CRESSET
THE HON. OTIO BOCK
Associate Justice, Supreme Court, State of Colorado

To me THE CRESSET- which I have read since its first
issue - fills a very important need. A necessary obligation
of the citizenry in a democracy is to keep itself fully informed. The establishment of a republic by the Founding
Fathers, important as that step was, was only the beginning. To sustain our republic, each generation must make
its own contribution, and it can best do so when fully
informed. Dealing primarily with secondary matters in the
field of religion, the able editorial staff of THE CRESSET
give us a view of applied Christianity to various contemporary problems of life which is not easily obtainable elsewhere. The excellent book reviews alone are worth much
more than the subscription price. Each issue of THE CRESSET brings a blessing into the American home, wherein
lives a spirit of liberty born of free men, who, if need be,
are willing to die in defending and preserving it against
all enemies.
Sometimes- not often- I differ with some of the conclusions of the editors and feel a desire to voice it in writing
them, but when I remember the falli_bility of all men, especially my own. I desist and eagerly await the next issue.

